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On this collection of my theatrical produftions, I 
have little to fay. As they had the good fortune of 
meetmg with the public's approbation, they will un- 
doubtedly difpleafe the reviewers. I am fo well ac- 
cuftomed to the afperity of thofe cenfors againll pub- 
lic approbation ; to ineir illiberal hints against the 
morality of my pieces; to their evident endeavours 
to attack the weaker parts, and ftill more to difcolour 
the good, that I ihall not lofe a fingle word on that 
fubjcft. 

I know better than any reviewer that I do not pro- 
duce matter pieces, and that, as a dramatic writer, I 
deferve but a fubordinate rank. My produftions 
are chiefly calculated for ftage effefl ; they obtain 
that end, and in this point of view they ought to be 
judged. The public, which, for years back, has 
done me juftice, will, I truft, fumifh me in future 
with oil againft the bitings of thefe mufquetoe s. 

Some have objefted to the Count of Burgundy^ as 
appearing in the third aQ: fuddenly too accompliflied. 
But has not that rather been the fault of the aftor, 
ivho was unable to penetrate deep enough into the 
author's meaning ? — If the young Count brings it 
forth as declamation what he has to fay in the third 
aft, to the people, to his mother, &c. Sec. ; if he rai- 
fes his fentiments into fentenccs by oftentation in his 
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iv author's introduction, 

cxpreflion; if he does not fpeak it carelefsly, juft f® 
as his feeling lays it upon his tongue ; if he permits 
himfelf but one moment, in accent and manners, to 
play the hero; then indeed the audience muft find a 
ftriking difference between him and the child of na- 
ture in the two firft a6ls. I am forry to learn, that 
moft of the young aftors perform the Count's part in 
that manner, but that is not my fault. It was my 
duty not to infert any thing in the third aft that might 
be contradiftory to the ^ords of the firft and fecond, 
and this duty, I truft, I have fulfilled. If they are 
fpoken, as I thought them to rayfelf ; the audience 
will recognize the hermit's fon in the reigning Count. 

Falfe Shame is a fubjeft, which, I believe, has for 
the firft time been brought upon the ftage; and this 
fault being the fource of fo many evils in this world, 
I hope to have acquired fome merit by infpiring ma- 
ny a good heajrt mlK conjidcnce to confidence. 

The idea of La Peyroufe^ fuddenly rofc within me, 
when, fome tirrie ago, I read in the public prints that 
the wife of this unfortunate man, had embarked, in 
fearch of him on uninhabited coafts. My imagina- 
tion followed her to fea, created interefting fitua- 
tions, and loft itfelf in fhe empire of poffibilities. But 
that in the plan of this piece-r-in fpite ofthe moft 
careful evafion of every thing improper — an error 
againft morality fliould have been found, is a delica^ 
cy, to which I was not prepared. 

As to the MW Youth — it is but a Chriftmas a- 
mufement, and is not to reprefent any thing clfe.- 

THE AUTHOR. 
« 

fRlEDLNTHAL, >i. i, 1797. 



TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE. 



To lay before the public a faithful tranflation of 
all the dramatic produftions of the celebrated Kptze- 
bue, who is juftiy ftylcd the German Shakespear, 
is the defign of the prefent undertaking. 

The difficulty of tranflating from the German into 
the Englifh language is very confiderabl'e, as has 
been fufficiently verified by the many unfuccefsful 
itttempts which have been made for that purpofe. 

But if there is, in general, a difficulty in tranflating 
from fo c^ous^a language as the German, it mult 
obvioufly be confiderably encreafed when we at- 
tempt dramatic writings, in which in order to do juf- 
lice to the original it is eflentially neceflary, that wc 
fliould be well acquainted with the very genius and 
fpirit of that language. 

To reprefent the meaning ofKoTZEBtJE precif.^ly 
as he intended it, fliall be the main aim throughout 
this publication ; and if in accomplifhing fo impor- • 
tant an objetl the language fliould in fome inflances 
be found rather deficient in pomt of elegance, 
I doubt not of obtaining a ready excufc from a can- 
did pubUc, 

To the intelligent reader, whether he be in the ha- 
bit of feeing theatrical rcprefentations or not, it is of 
no moment what alterations are made in the per- 
formance : but when at a leifure hour he lits down 
to perufe the author, he will certainly defire to fee . 



ri translator's preface. 

every efFufion of his heart in its real purity. He 
wiflies neither for curtailment nor alterations — much 
lefs for any additions, which being often the produc- 
tions of men of inferior talents, greatly diminifti the 
fplendor of the original author. 

THE AMERICAN TRANSLATOR. 
mW.YORKj rinigfy ao, 1800. 



DRAMATIS PIRSONM. 



MEN. 

Brotber Peter, an hermit at t/ufaat of the Alps. 

Henry, his/atu 

Knight CuNO, of HaUwyl, 

Count Hugo of Werdenberg, Governor of Arks* 

GuiDO, a hoy. 

Knight WaltbRi tf Blonaym 

Bruno. 

Benedict, a cooper* 

Nicholas, a jourruyman. 

Martin, a grazier. 

Block, a coHnet-makerm 

An Olb Man. 

Halberdsers^ fages^ &c« 

People. 

WOMEN. 

Matilda, Counted of Burgundy, einu^ 

Elsbeth, Cuno*s daughter* 

Ge RT R Au D, Eyheth's former nurfe. 

A YouNc Woman. 

A Little Girl. 
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COUNT OF BUROUNiDY. 

SCENE. 

A woody cptintry (It the foot of the Swiss mountains 
tk the back ground an hermitage ; -opposite an open 
chapel J between both a garden fence. In tht fore 
groum 4L grass bench uhderneatn an appU'tree. 



SCENE I. 



*FiT£.Kn<fiW upon the bench making a basket (f wiL 
low branches. Hxnry on the opposite side splits 
mood, singing. 

jDEHOLD in lofty air. 

The waving banticrs fly ; 
And clashing s teel is beard 
And trumpets rend the sky, 
Peter. Thts song pleases you ? 
Henry. Yes, father. . 

Peter. You like it better than the singing of the 
matins. 

Henry. Much better. 

Peter ^ f smiling J. -And are not afraid of such a sin. 
Henry. Father ? Can't be a sin. This song seems 
to be as pleasing to you as to me. 

Peter. What do you mean by this ? * 

Henry. When you sing Hora*^ you are. cast down. 

But when you sing the battle song ot Murgarten or the 

Victory song of Sempach, then your cheeKs glow and 

, your eyes burn like the wax candle before the holy 

virgin. 

Peter. Hare you discovered that ? 

* Ab hourly excreiK of devotion ia oowrtwUn 



t COUNT OF BtJItGUNDY- 

Henry. Still more : You have a song of the sword 
of justice, and the shield of faith ; you Jove to sing that 
best, because it speaks of swords and shields. 

PeUr^ (smiling). Boy ? 

Henry. A sword is a fine thing. As to the shield, 
one may do without. 

Peter. Think you so my brave boy ? 

Heury. Had that valiant Knight Erlach a shield^ 
when he fought at Donnerbuhel ?— ■ (swinging the 
haicket over his head J ha ! it is to me as if I heard the 
trumpet's sound. 

Peter. Whp tells you that you are a Swiss ? 

Henry. My heart — my thirst for actions ! 

Peter. Have patience, my son ! your hour will 
arrive. 

Henry. A creeping hour, slow like old mother Ger- 
traud. I long to meet it. 

Peter. Behold the apples on the tree ; are they ripe ? 

Henry. Not yet, but soon. 

Peter. Sweet fruits, for those who can wait. 

Henry. Why have you kindled within me a flame, 
thatVfindsno nourishment in these forests and, consumes 

me ?' Why tellinj} mc so much of battles and fights 

•that man ana horse day and night parade before my 
eyes ? as often as our old stallion neighs in the, stable, 
I look for a lance and toueh a rosary. As often as the 
guard on the Castle's steeple sounds the horn, I run for 
a sword and lay hold of an ax, ' Each great action 
makes the blood flow to iny heart and brings water in 
my eyes. Every valiant knight I would press to my 
heart, and split the head of every scoundrel with the 
battle ^x. 

Peter. Such I wanted you to T)e. 

Henry. For what ? for whom ? Have you taught 

me so many sciences, to sing them before our shep- 
herds at their festivals ? Whoever brings up a falcon 
for the chase must not confine him in a cag^. 

Peter. As Jong as he wears a cap he is. too young, 

Henry^ Let us hear, how old ? 

Peter. Eighteen years and upwards, 

Menry. See here father ! (he splits a hg with $n^ 



COUNT OF BUXCUNDY. 3 

stroke) how old was the boy who niade this stroke, do 
you think that an enemy's head is harder than this 
trunk ? 

. PeUr. .Strength belongs to youth. Even in this wil- i 

low branch is juice and strength, but it is pliable. Obe- 
diesce ornaments the boy. 

. Henry. Is the bow to become slack, wet it ; give me 
herbs to, cool my blood. 

Peter. Go, fry your courage with bears and wolves. 
Henry. They are but trifling robbers as long as men 
exist. Let me go to the castle. Knight Cuno long 
sinGip wished me to become his armour bearer. 

Peter. Will you leave your old father alone in this 
wilderness. 

Henry. You are a pious man, the whole vicinity re- 
veres tne pious brother Peter, — who would hurt you ? 
. Peter. Enouch, Henry it is not becoming you to be 
Cuno's armour bearer. 

Henry. Is .not the race of Hall wy 11 noble and re- 
nowned ?•— and who am I then, that I should be asha- 
med to learn of Cuno to bear arms ? 

Peter. Dive not into matters, which time only un- 
folds. A youth may bear arms but not keep a secret. 

Henry. Father, why humble me ? Is a noble name 
my inheritance, why will you withhold the treasure 
from me ? 

Peter. To deliver it now into your hands, >\ould be 
depriving you of it. 

Henry. A problem — always problems ! why has the 
father so little confidence in his son ? — have you fled 
from the field of honour into a desart ; have you con- 
verted your armour into a hermit's habit ; ana why — * 
has power forced you to it ? 

Peter. And, suppose you have hit the point ? 
Henry. Then give me a sword, I will avenge you ! 
Peter. No, son, reyenge slowly follows vice and haj 
wings only to attain virtue. The w;isljed for hour is 
not yet come. 

Henry. Allow me at least to travel into foreign 
countries, to prepare . myself by actions for your re- 
venge. 



4 COVNT O*^ B'URGU'NDT. 

PeM. Wouli'sl •oon forgdk in the Cunmlt 61 tsA 
worldryoiir old father and his wilderness* 

Henry. You are not in earnest. I love you and ther 
wilderness where I grew-up ; I love the apple-tree, 
which you have planted on my second birth day ; and: 
the grave upon which you used to weep ; I love thtt 
wocMd stream, our summer bath, and the littte gardbn, 
where the plants grow under my hands. Above all, I 
love Miss £lsbeth,' who was shooting- at my side like a 
young cedar ^ and whose cheeks glow like the ca«:le 
windows when the evening sun gilds them. Also da^ 
\dove old Cuno^ because Elsbeth calls him father. Nov 
to forget mother Gertrmid ! often have I pbgued her 
in return for her nice cakes. Yes, I love all, alt.-— — 
The road into the world is the road to honor ; that fn- 
to the mountains the small path to tranquility. Suffer' 
only one twig of laurels to bloom round nay head. Af- 
ter that I am with you and lay myself to Elsbeths feet. 

Peter. Water youi* plant;?, and if you grow too warm,, 
cool yourself in the wood stream, till the timepiece 
calls you to higher actions — who knows how soon ? — 
a short while yet— perhaps fortune favors you before 
the leaves fall bCE th^se trees. My basket is finished. 
You forgot by your prattling your days woA. There 
in the garden is wofk eaough. Split yoat vr(>od an* 
then come to assisting. J^xii* 



S€£NE IL 

Henry alone. LooJis after his father^ shakes htJ^ 

head and goes to his work. 

Very comprehchsibk. He has emptied the cup, how 

should he know what a thirsty man feels ^tranquir 

lity a refreshing, draught to the eld, to youth poison 

were biitthe vvbod in the forest harder, ind requi- 
red more strength to split it, or were (ke looks up J 

hallo ! there climbs Elsbeth down the fbotpath^ — God 
knows how she contrives it, let me but see her and I am 
contented with every thing — She leaps like a roe — old 



GertraiRl: behind her, TajrHig hoki' of every bfueh^-'i^'a. 
Shall I plague the girl ? — I owe her something for the 
large stone she tln'ew into the water th'other cbnry which 
wetted me' fVoih head to fbot*-*-*— where shall i mde my-' 

self hush ?— on the tree I (throwing away He «;» ^ 

Aexlimhup tkcafpk'treej. 



SCENE lit. 

Miss^Elsbet^ trap's upon the siage\ tookirig anxious ^ 
ly around her* Mother GERXkAU^D appears a md- 
mtnt after. Bet coughing is heard at a distance. 

Gertraud. My God, Miss, do not run i6 fast, I a» 
•ut of breath ? 

Elsbeth. Reft yourself, dear mother. 

Gerfr. t tbotrght so f shall I again rdst hetei? ivhy 
just here ? | / 

ElsB. It IS a frieilfiy spot. 

Gertr. Friendly ? 1 don't know that, thi strri cto 
liardly penetrate the high apple-trees. 

Jk/si. Well, that makefc it cool. 

Gkrtr. Yei, as cool as oUr castle c^llif. Tbliik yotf 
tie blood iri my veins flows ais rapid "is ydttii ?-^^-^^ 
you leap like a fish in the rivulet, walk on thous«pd feet 
like a cellar worm. You would already have tuifiblcd 
dimn the rock a thousand times if Vou w6rc not pro- 
tected by the dear angels of heaven. Scarcely day lighfr 
appears, and you are out of your bed, forget ave Maria 
and rosarvy swallow your mornihg soup as if it wa5 a 
bitter medicine : ^than she calls and squalls : Mdtker 
Gertraud shall we take a walk f *^ ah. Miss, this trcu^ 

blesome cough** the free air will do you good-^ — 

*• 1 have not said my mourning prayers yet." — -^undcf 
God's free heaven you can pray more jerveftt-^znA sd 
the lays hold of my clothes, tears me, draws me along 

Elsb. Be not angry mother. 

Gertr. And whither does she carry me ? ' ■ - -zWzyt 
to this place. — —We are icarcely got into the garden, 
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• . COUNT or BURCUNDY. 

wbese I stop to eat currents—- when, away she runt, 
jumping from rock to rock, like a wHd goat, leaping 
Tike a squirrel from tree to tree, and all at once returns 
again to'the same place, and old mother Gertraud may 
call till she is hoarse ' ^ 

Elsb. Have you done scolding ,mother ! 

Gertr. Well, say, what secret treasure do you look 

for here. True vou are a Sunday's child. What 

are yoii looking for so anxiously : You turn your head 
like a bird after red berries ? 

Elsb. Do you not con<?eive why I'm here ? I seek 
herbs. 

Gcrtr. Thev grow on the mountains better than here. 

Elsb. See there, white root, it only grows in the 
shade, and— wild %lover for father *s soup^ 

Gcrir, Indeed! and the poisonous marigold, will 

you put that into the soup too ? Miss ! Miss ! the 

marigold is an useless weed and the young fellow that 
livesjiere is also an useless weed ; but you are a won-^ 
derjlower Vmh mx%t bloom in secret, to give pleasure 
to Cod and m?(n. 

Elsb. What do you mean by that ? 

Gertr. See the poor girl understands me not. I'll 
make it clearer to you. You are running after that 
young boy here, Henry, do you understand it better 
now. 

Elsb. Fy ? Mother ! 

Gertr. Fy, I say too, the devil lays snares for the 
innocent, xour father shall hear of it. 

Elsb. Well, I do no evil. 

Gertr. No evil ? the unfortunate child ! She caii 
scarcely repeat a psalm or scribble her name, and " 
yet will know to aistinguish good from evil. Think . 
you we find out the evil bv the clovefi foot or the dra- 

gon*s tail ? never ^the noney which Jonathan suck- 

ed from the stumpi was sweet. Follow my advice,, 
Miss, I mean it honf st with you ; do not approach the^ 
hermitage too near. 

Elsb. You are peevish» mother, why should I not 
visit the, pious Peter ? 

Gcrtr. Aye, aye, that pious Petef has a son with 
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XOUNT OM BUROUNOY. 7 

i^ose piety all is not right. Has not that fdlow last 
Sunday.desiredmeto spin, and even during the mass I 
often catch him squinting at you from behind his hat.* 

El/i. He does not squint^ he has a fine large pair of 
eyes. 

Gerir. So much the worse! I wish to God he was 
blind and lame I take care Miss ! if Waller of Blonay 
should hear of it. ■ 

Elsb. What ? , 

Gertr, 'Well, you understand me, 

Elsb. Every one m^y judge my actions, and what 
lias Chevalier of Blonay to dp wijth them. 

Gertr, Your Bridegroom. '' — 

Elsb, O ! We are not yet come so far. 

Gertr ^ Biit^ with the help of God, we shill come $• 
far. Blonay is a fine knight,, has three stately castles. 

Elsb. Good ! the sun shines also upon huts. 

Gertr. Gold and silver 

Elsb. Can hje do more than eat till he is satisfied. 

Gertr. You talk like an ignorant girl ; but when you 
see once the golden chains and the precious bridal or- 
naments 

Elsb. Do we walk and jump easier in golden chains ? 

Gertr. Jumping is then altogether at an end. You 
will then walk in stately array, a page bearing your 
train, and a noble youth leading your horse. 

Elsb. (peevishly). Leave me undisturbed. 

Gertr. Patience, Patience, the children's shoes are 
HOt worn out yet. 

Elsb. I am no more a child. 

Gertr. At the age of fifteen we still are with one leg 

in the cradle Go young lady, if your father returns 

from hunting and finas you not at home, he will growl. 
' Elsb. It is false, Mother ; my father is good, he ne- 
ver growls. 

^ertr. Yes, yes, he is but too good. Along I along I 
1 already hear the horns. 

Elsb. I wo'nt. 

Gertr. What will you do then ? 

Elsb. Stay here, to rest myselt. 

Gerfr. (ironically J And look for herbs ? 



I "- COUKT OF BOHiUNliY* 

&sb. i am fatigued. (SHc Mts dtnun uponih^iendk). 

Gertr. Obstinate child what shall I do.^ .(t^ 

Mcrstlf) fortunately the bojr is not at hand, now there 
i» no danfrcr '(Uud) rest yourtelf tlien in the name of 
God ! I wjjl go meauwlule into the chapel and repeat 
unavc Maria. " ] 

£id. Do that, Mother, and ^ra)7 for me also. 
Gerir. Yes, yes, it's necessirjv it is easier to holdafc 
eel, by the uii than to guard a youhggirK (Exit.)' 



SCfiNE }Y. 

EtshrTii, 4tnd-tL%^M/0n4ht ires. 

Blsb. f looking around her J Where can he be ? Is 
the lazy boy asleep yet ? Shall I throw a dry branch in- 
to theiut? 

Henry. (Uts-an ajlplejdll upen her J. . 

Elsb. What's ithat? — an apple, fshc takes it v^ 
and looks at itj^ is not ripe yet. 

Henry J {hits Jier with another J. 

Elbs. Again ? Cjumps up) Does a hobgoblin make 
jest of mo-^she.perceives H^rjrJ O ! you rqgue ! down 
from the tree ! I shall pay you for that, f whilst Henry 
gets down^ Elsieth tears up some grass and powers, 
rputs tiem into her apron^ and as he approaches her 
she throws one handfull after another at his Jace.J 
This is for the first apple ! — this for the sesond — this for 
your listqaing,. and this for your always plagiiiog me] 

Henry^ (snaking himself.) Elsbcth ! Elsbcth ! cease 

orlJdssyott. 

Elsb. Yes^ you may kiss, mother Gertraud is in the 
cliapel, and if she turns her head she can s^e us. 

Henry. JShe will not turn her head, (he is going to 
k{ss her. J 

Elsb. You ! rU run into the chapel. 

Henry ^ (holding'herfast)^ run if you can« 

Elsb. Henry. I shall be angry. 

Henry. You. must not get 2i3\gty^htUtt her goj. 
Why will you »9t givcmc akisy? 
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Etsb. Havel not lately kissed you ; when the rivu- 
let was swelled up arrd you carried the old man over the 
«niall bridge ? 

Henry. That is a long time since. 
Elsb, And when you took that poor boy out of the 
water did I not kiss you then ? 

Henry, Oh ! that's still longer ago. 
Elsb. As often as you do a good action you shall 
have a Kiss. 

Henry. I wish to do always good. Is it my fault 
that not everv day boys fall intp the water, or old mqn 
wish to get over a bridge ? — Kiss me. 
Elsb. I Wo'nt. 
Henry. I know why you won't. 
Elsb. Well, why ? . ' 

Henry.' Walter of Blonay is a fine knight. 
Elsb. Hold your tongue. 
Henry. Those precious golden chain^, 
Elsb. [menacing) Henry, I go into the chapel. 
Henry. Go, go ; you will soon enough go there to 
be married to Walter. 

Elsb, Old mother Gertraud has put that into your • 
head* 

Henry. Is it not true then ? 

Elsb. Well my father dropt a few words about it. 
Henry. And they fell upon youi heart ! 
Elsb. What's that to you ? 

Henry. True — it is nothing to me — I am a poar 
youth — I love you and that's all — When you. come down 
from the castle with music and a stately train, suddenh)*^ 
your horse will become shy and unruly — what is that ? 
you will ask — oh nothing ! poor Henry lays on the 
road and has grieved himsel-f to death. ' 

Elsb. (in a softening voice) Fy ! H^nry ! fy ! that was 
naughty 01 you. 

Henry, (sighing) And if it was true ? 
Elsb. I believe you weep — Dear Henry kiss me. 
Henry. No, I will not kiss you now, you only want to 
pay me for the grief T shall have to endure. 
Elsb. You are a fool, I shall not marry at alL 
Henry. Will you promise that ? 

c '• ■ 
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Elsi. Fll rather go Into a convent than to Walter of 
Blonay. 

H^nry. My eyes have never beheld that man, but I 
hate him heartily. 

Elsb* ' For shame ! we must not hate any body. 

Henry. If he should once fall into the water — 

Elsb. Would'st you not help him out ? Look at me ! 

Henry, [is going to say no^ but a glance at Elsbeth^ 
makes it impossttlejor him) I would- — for your sake. 

Elsb. No, for God's sake ! To serve friends is no mer- 
it, but to save enemies is a piece of entrance money with 
5t.. Peter. 

Henry. She speaks like an Abbot. 

Elsb. Be now again merry. Come let us look for 
herbs. 
. Henry. I must split wood, 

Elsb. I'll help you. 

Henry. You help me ! ha ! ha ! ha ! you can scarce- 
ly lift the ax. 

Elsb. O ho ! I can draw my father's massy sword out 
of the scabbard. 

Henry. Well then try. [he gives her a hatchet^ she 
makes a few aukward cuts, whilst he with the utmost dex* 
terity splits some large logs.) 

Elsb. (faiigued) It won't do. 

Henry. I thought so. You will cut your foot. But 
see how quick I do it. When you are present, it is to 
me as if I could split rocks. 

Elsb. Have you ever heard it, Henry, that when one 
loves and shares labour it goes easier out of hand. 

Henry. I have never heard that, but it may be very 
true. 

Elsb. Come and help me to seek herbs. 

Henry. What kind of herbs ? 

Elsb. Whiteroot and speedwell. 

Henry. I don't know them. 

Elsb. I will show them to you. See, this is whitc- 

TOOt. 

Henry. O, enough of them grow here. 

(Both gather eagerly.) 
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Henry. There is a whole hand full. 

Elsb. Fool, these are not the right kind — They are 
poisonous. 

Henry. Throw them trifles away, and let us chat. If 
I should once be wounded in battle, then you may seek 
roots, and prepare a salve. 

Elsb. Aye, aye, what is it to me if you are wounded ? 

Henry. So ! you would leave me helpless ! 

Elsb. There is brother Burkard in the convent, he 
understands medicine. 

Henry. I cannot bear monks about me. 

Elsb. Take a wife, then. It is becoming a faithful 
wife to nurse her master. 

Henry. Right Elsbeth TUmake you ray wife. 

Elsb. You me ? ha ! ha ! ha ! — ^how will you do that ? 

Henry. First I will go to Italy and Germany, to Bur- 
gundy and Wallis, there Til fight bravely, that p^*op'C-ifj, ^^ja 
will talk of me ; and a valiant prmce make me a knight ; ' 
then I will present myself before your father and say : 
.Valiant knight, give me the graceful baroness Elsbeth to 
vfife. 

Elsb. And when the father says yes ? 

Henry. Well, then we ^end fur the monk at the 
castle. 

Elsb. And me you will not ask at all ? 

Henry. I hope you will not say no. 

Elsb. Who knows it. 

Henry, {tenderly) will you say no ? 

Elsb. Fy ! don't look at me so. 

Henry, {more tenderly) Dear Elsbeth will you say no 

Elsb. {sinks into his arms.) 



5CENE Y. 

Mother Gertraud, the Former- 

Gertr. Now, here we have it ! holy Agnesia ! and all 
the eleven thousand virgins ! assist me ! 

Elsb. What is the matter, mother Gertraud ? 
Henry. What is it? 
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Gertr. And you dare to ask ? You wicked children ! 
What have I seen ? 

Both. Where ? where ? 

Gertr. . Have you not been in each others arms. 

Henry. Now ? and what more ? 

Gertr. More still ? heavens beware ! Boy» would'st 
push the crime still farther. 

Henry. Crime? 

Gertr. Whilst I lay there piously upon my knees, and 
pray one rosery after another, satan here carries on his 
Ijame, 

Elsb. Satan has not been here. 

Henry. Let that be as it may, mother you know how 
much I love you. 

Gertr. You ? love me, as a wolf loves the dog that 
guards the sheep. ' 

Henry. You found us arm in arm, is that not better ' 
than hatred and quarrel P 

Gertr. No it is not better — I would rather you had 
scratched out one another s eyes, there would be less 
danger. 

Elsb. What danger ? 

Gertr. You do not understand that, young lady — I must 
know that better : and in short — I shall this very day ac- 
quaint your father with it. 

Henry. Be not so peevish, mother Gertraud, [he picks 
up the apples which he dropped upon Elsbeth) There take 
a pair ot fine apples. 

Gertr. Let me' alone with your sour apples. 

Henry, (sneeringly) Well then, give to the apples some 
of your ripeness, and you will both have enough. 

Gertr. I believe the boy is mocking me. 

Henry* God forbid 1 is it my fault that the apples are 
not ripe ? — Stop, I recollect, [he J eels his pocket) see here ^ 
a fine picture of the holy Mana^ finely coloured, this I * 
present you with. 

Gertr. I will not have it. Away Miss. 

Henry. Aye, aye, is this the mother Gertraud of whom 
every body speaks so well. 

Gertr, What have they told you of me ? 

Henry. That in your youthful days you were ihe 
finest damsel in the whole valley. 
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Gertfn Paperlapapp. 

Henry, Poets had exhausted their wit on your b!acl^ 
eyes. 

Gertr^ Who told them to do so ? 

Henry, You was called the beautiful Gertraud. 

Gertr. God had blessed rae with a fine figure. 

Henry. Old and young were staring at you, when at a 
4ance, you turned yourself in graceful windings. 

Gertr, Yes, yes, that's true enough. 

Henry. And you were, with all that, so chaste and pi- 
ous, so modest and affable 

Gertr. (to her self J Th^ Rogue! one cannot^ be angry 
with him. 

Elsb. (flattering her J are you reconciled again, 
mother. 

Henry. Dear Mother ! do not be angry with poor 
Henry. 

Elsb. I love so much to see him. 

Henry. I love her so much. 

Elsb. Is it punishable, to be fond of one anothers 
company ? 

Henry. Is it sinful, to love each other ? 

Gertr. Children ! children ! you do not understand 
that. Satan often perverts Love into boy« tricks. You, 
Henry, may be a very good boy, but none knows whence 
thou comest or whither thou goest. But Miss Elsbeth 
is a Knight's daughter. 

Henry. Aye, my father was formerly a Knight too. 

Gertr. Your father is that pious Brother Peter ; of 
whose knighthood I know nothing. In short it is high 
time to separate you, before any misfortune happens. 

Elsb^ What misfortune can happen then ? 

Gertr. Away, Young Lady ! away ! You are always so 
wonderful quick in coming down and so slow in going 
up. — 

Elsb. See there, mother, a Pilgrim passing through 
the wood. 

Gertr^ What is that Pilgrim to you ? 

Elsb. He comes perhaps from the Holy Sepulchre. 
I love to hear news from foreign countries. 

Gertr. Curiosity fits not a young damsel. We often 
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hear more in one hour than we are ^ble to forget all our 
life time. 

Elsb, A few moments only, dear mother, are you afraid 
of that old Greybeard ? 



SCENE VI. 



Bruno, in Pligrim*s habit. 7%^ FdRMiR. 

Bruno, Blessed be Jesus Christ ! 

Gertr, . In all eternity amen ! 

Bruno. Can you inform me where dwells the pious 
Brother Peter ? 

Gertr. You are on the very spot. 

Britno. Thanks, mother, I come from the Convent 
Einsiedeln^ t in passing below through the village I heard 
mach of his pious conduct ; and resolved to go out of my 
way, to confess to him. Where may I find him ? 

Gertr. Here is his Son, he can inform you. 

Bruno, (joyfully and earnestly looking at Henry) his 
Son ! this youth his Son ? (with emotion to Henry. J God 
bless you ! my eyes become bright in beholding you. 

Henry. I thank you, Venerable Man ; but lam not so 
pious as my father. 

Gertr. No, indeed ! that he is not. 

Bruno, (forgetting himself in beholding Henry) the 
tender sprig is become a Stately tree. 

Henry. Have you ever known me before ? 

Bruno. It may be. 

Henry. Have you ever been here ? 

Bruno, (with signification) often have I been here— 
constantly ! 

Henry. I forgot your features. Be that as itmay ! can 
1 serve you in any thing ? 

Bruno. If you do it willingly ? 

Henry. I am always ready to serye. 

Bruno. I may hereafter remind you of your word. 
For the present tell me where is your father ? 

f A famous place in SwiA:trUnd wkere Pllgrimt of all p^rta of Europe 
icfort to. 
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ffinry* If you look over yonder fence you will see hira 
in the garden. 

Gertr. Let us be gone, Miss ! me thinks I hear your 
father's hunting horns. 

£lslf. I am going, Farewell Henry ! 

Henry. I shall conduct you part of the way. 

Gertr. It s unnecessary. 

Henry. To the place only, where a piece of the broken 
Tock barricades the footpath. There I'll help you over. 

Gertr, I have often got over without help. 

Henry. The rainlias made the ground slippery, and on 
the right hand the precipice. No— indeed, 1 shall not let 
yoil go alone. 

Gertr. O heaven ! It is surprising how much he is 
concerned that I should not slip. But I guess — you may 
accompany us this time but not farther than to the large 
rock. 

£/j4. Good bye, pious Pilgrim ! if you come to see 
us at the Castle, I will treat you with a glass of our best 
wine. 

Bruno. I thank you, lovely Lady. 

Henry. In the garden you will find my father. ^ 

(Exit with Elsbeth.J 

Gertr. (To Bruno) God be with you ! children 
children ! don't run so fast. 

(She goes, slowly ofter ikcnu} 



SCENE VIL 
Bruno — alone. 

s 

Blessing on my Country ! the lovely youth, uncorrupt- 
«d in soul and body. No sickly plant out of a princely 
garden; afresh tree full of juice' and strength. It was 
fortunate, perhaps, for you Burgundy, that it so happened. 
No monk has made his neck to bend, nor a prostitute de- 
prived hini of the youthful red of his cheeks. But I forget 
that dear old Gentleman, so much was I surprised at the 
appearance of the youth — my intelligence is long looked 
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for yet unexpected. — fhe dp f roaches the gardtn fence) 1% 
that he — who is so busy digging the ground ? — It fits him 
well — yet the sword fitted him better. — O how grief and 
age hsfve altered him ! grey hair, deep wrinkles on his fore^ 
head — but 'tis he ! — heart, my beating heart ! Yes 'tis he ! 
— (he calls) Chevalier,, Hans of Bonstetten I 

Peter, {behind the scene) Who calls ? 

Bruno. Hans of Bonstetten ! 

Peter. Great God ! who calls ? 



SCENE vni. 

^ETZK cvmes in great ^agitation upon the stage. 

Peter. Pilgrim ! who disclosed to you my name ? 

Brund. Have you forgot my voice ? 

Peter. Apparition ! eighteen years ago I would have 
sworn it was my faithful brother BrunO. 

Bruno, {kneels down) 'Tis he. 

Peter, {leaning upon him) Hah ! welcome friend's 
voice. How sveet it sounds into the unaccustomed ear ! — 
rise, let me press you to the heart — that once more beats 
youthful. 

Bruno, {in his arms) My good old master. 

Peter. O what a variegated crowd of images — the sound 
of your vorce creates before my eyes \ — how am I — where 
am I ? One single familiar tone has converted eigh- 
teen years into a dream. I see myself again in the circle 
of my family, see brothers and sisters about me, hold my 
dear wife in my arms. 

Bruno. Where is she, that I may salute her. 

Peter. Ah ! I have buried her ! yonder hill covers the 
dear remains. Eight long years the noble Agnez assist- 
ed me in rearing plants in this wilderness. 

Bruno. Oh that. God had prolonged her days 'till the 
rising of a new sun. 

Peter. Speak, what brings you here ? ' 

Bruno. The dear pledge, entrusted to you by fate he 
lives. 
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Peter, He lives. 

Bruno. Then put on your armour ! away ! away ! to 
Burgundy. 

Peter. Is he dead, that robber of the throne ? 

Brune. O'erwhelmed with curses he has descended to 
his forefathers. ' 

Peter. Our time is come at la^t. 

Bruno. So show ourselves — still flow the tears of the 
people's love on the grave of the murdered father. 

Peter. Henry, your hour is arrived. Is Matilda liv- 

Bruno. She lives in the solitude of a convent — the ma- 
ternal heart knows nothing of the strong ties which link 
her to this world. 

Peter. Messenger of heaven ! after so many hopeless 
days, you have refreshed me with a salutary dew — I shall 
quit you, dear solitude — quit you, grave of my beloved 
wife I — I thank you God, that for the welfare of my coun- 
try you have lengthened my days 1 — Come, Bruno, come 
into that chapel, to bring to xh^ Eternal the offerings of 
our hearts ! — ^and then let us clean the armour that has 
been rusting these eighteen years. [He takes him by the 
hand und leads him into the chapeL) 

END OF THE FIRST ACT. 



ACT II. 

The Theatre remains unaltered. 

SCENE I. 

Peter and Sruno with spades ; they dig a hole into 
the ground under a tree, talking during their labour. 



A, 



Peter. 



.ND so he is constantly : noble hearted, good, full 
of sensibility, and thirst for action. 

Bruno. Does he never desire to know your fate ? 
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Peter. O yes, he is never tired of askings — My answers 
aie oracleSk His. being my pupil only, never enters his 
mind. And indeed I love him as my child ! 

Bruno. Have you not given him a second life ? With- 
out you, his brother's mournful fate^oujd have befallen 
him. 

Peter. I am not born for a pilgrim, and he found that 
out. I love better to speak of battles than to read a le- 
gend. He is better acquainted with the history of hifi* 
^untry than that of the holy Antenius in the wilderness. 

Bruno. Hush ! methinks I bear something. If he was 
listening 

Peter. Listening? Good Bruno, you come from a* 
princely court. Here in this wilderness we listen to 
nightingales only* Henry is far enough. I have sent 
him to the lake to catch a mess of fish — I was fearful lest 
his questions would disturb the sensation which, at this 

woTK, I wish to nourish Enough I Do you see the 

trunk ? Let us go and lift it up, it is riot heavy. (They 
descend into the hole and lift up the box) hah ! how la- 
bour and frugality add to the strength, which is absorbed 
hy age. Indeed, Bnano, eighteen years ago I lifted this 

trunk with less ease than to day. There it is 1 see 

it again, and think of the last look I gave it on covering it 

with earth — 7*-my wife was then at my side at this 

tree she was leaning the tree is green yet — ^-Oh ! — 

{he endeavors to collect himself) here is the key cov- 
ered with rust — we shall open the lock easier with the 
hatchet. [After io me ejfforts the lid opens. Peter drops his 
utensils^ turns himself ^ puts both his hands before his 
Jace^ weeps aloud. J 

Bruno. What ails you, good master, you weep ? 

Peter. Ah, Bruno ! niy wife's necklace first struck my 
view. Take it away and put it in your pocket. 
'-Bruno, [is going to take it.) 

Peter. No ! no ! I cannot see it in strange hands, 
f pressing it fervently to his bosom) In these ornaments I 
roiiducted her to the marriage altar. In these ornaments 
she swore to me eteri}dl fiieiity, and she has kept her vow 

till death My lovely faithful Agnez ! the chain 

which once adorned your neck — (he puts it in his besom) 
il shall never be wrested from my heart. 
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Bruno, f Dries his eyes. J 

Peter. You are moved, good Bruno. 

Bruno. I remember her benefactions. Twenty years 
ligQ, when illness stretched me on my bed, her attention 
comforted me. 

Peter. Twenty years have elapsed since, and you recol- 
lect it still with grateful tears. But I, to whom she wa» 
every thing : I, whose hut she converted into a. palace — 
Oh, what a precious jewel is a good housewife. Enough, 

Bruno, our country calls be silent, my heart ! oec 

here the swathing clothes in which Henry lay, when he in 
Agnez's arms escaped the bloody scene. — r— This here is 

jihe ring with the seal of the old Count This the cup 

with the arms of Burgundy, which many a foreign prince 
:tOQk from my hands to take a welcome draught — —Here 
underneath my armour, with helmet and sword — Let us see 
>vhether I can handle iiytt—fhe draws the sword, swing- 
ing it over his head) — For God and my country ! There 
h strength y^t. 

Bruno. Henry's name will conquer his people, not the 
sword. 

Peter. True brother, a son finds his way easy to the 
throne, when it is marked by the father's bencfiictions. 

Bruno, (looking about him) Master, 1 see people com- 
ing down from the mountain. 

Peter. Let us carry the trunk into the chapel. If they^ 
are the women from the castle there will be no end to their 
.questions. * 

Bruno. Methlnks they lead an old man. 

Peter, perhaps the old knight Cuno. A brave man. A 
little too talkative. What pain it is to move the lips when 
the heart is aifected. Come, assist. 

[They carry the box into the hut.) 



SCENE IL 



Miss Elsbeth. Soon after Cuno and Mother Ger- 

TRAUD. 

Elsb. [listening) Two men went into the Init, carrj'ing 
something that looked like a coffin : But Hsiyry Avas not 
with them. 
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Cuno. [behind the scene) Elsbcth ! 

Elsb, Here, father ! 

Cuno, [appears) You run about like a colt ; that is not 
becoming ; you are fifteen years old, and should begin to 
-wiilk modestly and softly. 

Elsb, Why is a step more modest than a leap ? 

Gertr. A lively caper at a dance I should have no ob- 
jection to. 

Cuno. You carry your head so high and free ; it 
shakes like a weather cock. 

Gertr, And the eyes ! the eyes ! they turn about like 
a flame in a wirlwind. 

Cuno, And the hands fly up atid down, like the wings 
of a windmill. 

Geriri And the hairs hang wildly round the neck, like 
cedar -twigs. 

Ehb, One finds fault with this, another with that ! 
how shall I do to please them? 

'Cuno. A modest young woman should trip it smootk 
and softly. 

Gertr, Not look about, but blink. 

Cuno, The hands must rest modestly in the lap. 

Gertr, The hairs, neatly curled close to the neck. 

Elsb. (peevishly J mother, get yourself a girl cut out of 
wood, 

^^^Gertr. Naughty child ! am I then cut out of wood ? In 
imy youth how often have I been at banquets sitting so stiff 
that they had to put a feather to my mouth, to know 
whether I was alive. 

Elsb. Banquets are no pleasure parties. Look at the 
Redbreast here in the bush, how it leaps and sings ; above 
a Mag- Pie chattering, but it seems to care for nothing, 
father, — you are fatigued. 

(she wipes the sweat ft am his forehead.) 

Cuno. How you made me cough," running after yoii 
down the mountain. 

Gertr, That's always her way ; at every hedge she 
leaves a piece of cloth. 

Cuno. And I dont know why you tore me out of my 
arm chair ? 

Elsb. (complaining) Mother Gertraud would not go 
with mC| and alone I dare not • 
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Gertr. Aye, aye, alone ! when the Bee is out of the 
basket, there are ten Swallows behind to catch it up. 

£lsb. (draws Cuno under the apple-tree J sit down, 
father, on the grass bench. So— lean against the tree — 
slumber — I'will link a few branches* together that the sun 
cannot discommode you — (she is busy in placing the old 
man comfortably) Now? Is it not better here than 
between the cold walls of the Castle ? in that cool leather 
arm chair ? I'll go to gather herbs for your Sallad, cresses, 
sorrel and spoon- wort. 



SCENE III. 

Cuno and Gertraud. 

Certr. Miss Elsbeth, where are you goiiig ? 

Cuno. Let her go. 

Gernr, Quite alone? 

Cuno, Children, Mrs* Gertraud ; we have been young 
too. 

Gertr, Aye, she is no more a child. 

Cuno, The better for her if she' thinks so. 

Gertr. She runs to her destruction. 

Cuno* For these feW steps, where is the danger. 

Gertr. One missstep is enough for a fall. 

Cuno. Here in the valley 

Gertr. Even herein the valley, Knight, have you then 
observed nothing ? 

Cuno^ What should I observe ? 

Gertr. That young boy, the pious Pilgrim's Son. 

Cuno. Well r 

Gertr. She is fond of him. 

Ctmo. Aye, aye, mother, has she told you so ? 

Gertr. IJ'm ! Such things young damsels never tell. 
She may scarcely know it herself. 

Cuno. And how do you know it then ? 

Gertr. Miss Elsbeth has forgot sitting still, she is for 
ever walking out. 

Cuno. Well, but is that all. 

Certr, To the North is a beautiful wood, — that is not her 
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rout ; to the South is a pleasant declivity reaching to-.the 
very lake — -that does not attract her — westward a charmii^ 
eminence, where the great pqplar tree stands, there she 
finds no pleasure either 

Cuno. Well, and whither walks she then ? 

Gertr. Constantly to the JE^t,*^ where the rock is rough- 
est, and at every step the neck is in danger ; always to this 
yalky where the shoes at every step stick in the mud, and 
the sun at the meridian scarcely drys the dew. 

Cuno. H'm ! h'm ! 

Gcrtr. Henry is her first word at rising in the morning 
and her last at bed time. 

Cuno, f shaking his head J h'm I h'm ! 

Gertr. If I prepare a delicious soup or you have brought 
home some fine game, she never forgets, that Henry should 
have a, bit of it. 

Cuno. H'm ! h'ln ! 

Gertr. Of the fine wine, j^our brother Abbot ^ent you 
lately from Italy, she immediately hid a bottle behind her 

bed. — rFor whom, Lady ? she would not tell— ^rbut for 

whom else but Henry ? 

Cuno. Aye, aye, this, to be sure, looks strange. 

Gcrtr. A Nosegay from him, common as the flowers 
may be, she never takes o£Fher bosom till it is entirely de- 
cayed. — The roguish boy carves her name on every tree— - 
yes, all must come out — this morning the naughty children 
nave 1 am ashamed, to tell 

Cuno. What have they done then ? 

Gertr. They have 1 tremble thinking of it ? ^-s— 

Cuno. Quick, quick, out with it ! 

Gcrtr. (With a deep sigk^ making the sign ojucrpss 
lefore her) they have kissed each other. 

Cuno. Kissed ? aye, aye, that's too much. 

Gertr. Jf Walter of Blonay were to hear of that. 

Cuno. Yes, Mrs. Gertraud, he would quit the connex- 
ion, and that of right. 

Gertr, My advice would be to lock her up in her 
chamber. ^ 

Cuno. The needle in her hand. 

Gertr. And the spinning-wheel. 

Cuno. And a holy legend. 
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Gertr. And a prayer book. 

Cuno. What is the boy about, he is not of noble birlh. 
Not long since I wished to take him as a page, for I liked 
his bold and fine appearance. I thought his father to be 
a disguised k^night, driven by ill fate into this wilderness. 
A christian auction it would have been, to give the boy, 
for God's sake, a noble education. But when I sounded 
the father about his birth and rank, I soon discovered him 
to be of low descent, with not a single helmet in his 
coat of arms« 

Gertr* Henry is however, a good boy, I can't deny that, 

Cuno. May be, Mrs. Gertraud, but he must let the 
girl alone. I'll speak to brother Peter a few words ; he 
,if prudent and pious, he will find advice. 

Gertr. Here comes the old man. 

Cuno. Then leave us to ourselves, and see where Els^. 
bcth is, loose her not out of siglH. 

Gertr, Yes, yes, my eyes are well ; but what of that, 
my bones will not carry me. 

^ (Exit.). 



SCENE IV. ^' 
Peter and Cuno. 

Cuno, God bless you, pious man. 

Peter, I thank you noble knight. 

Cuno. I have a friendly word to speak to you. 

Peter, Speak. 

Cuno. You have a lively boy. 

Peter. He is ripening to manhood. 

Cuno. Yes, I well observe that. 

Peter, He feels himself. 

Cnn9. A little too soon. 

Peter. How so ? 

Cuno. He runs after my Elsbeth. 

Peter. You jest, knight. 

Cuno, Knighthood's honor and women's manage nirnt, 
are thing? of which Cuno of Hallwyl does not nuke a 
jest. 
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Peter. What gives you reason ? 

Cuno, H*m ! ^any things have happened — they love 
to be together. 

Peter. Children. 

Cuno. They trifle, they play. 

Peter. Like children. 

Cuno. But they kiss each other ! — ^Is that children's 
play ? 

Peter. No. 

Cuno. And consequently 

Peter. Are you assured of that ? 

Cuno. Mother Gertraud has seen it with her own eyes. 

Peter. No harm in it. 

Cuno, No harm ? no harm ? pious brother ! you j 
have grown so old and know not yet what a kiss means ? If 
you have been chaste and modest all the days of your life, 
the better for you ! but do'nt take it amiss, methinks the * 
boy is not iol lowing, your steps. 

Peter. I thought, but 

Cuno. Be so good as to listen to what I mean. I think 
when straw and fire is put together, it creates a flame — 
Pray send the boy off to Italy, the sooner the better, — war is 
there ; he may serve the Milanese as a foot soldier, 

Peter, (smiling) My Henry a foot soldier ! 

Cuno. And why not ? he is not a nobleman? Better 
there to wound the enemy than here a father, who, without 
his dauthter, has neither treasure nor j oy . 

Peter. Be composed, noble knight, my Henry shall 
never wound you ; this very day we quit this valley for- 
ever. 

Cuno. No, no, it was not meapt so. 

Peter, {shrugging his shoulders) We follow our des- 
tiny. 

Cuno, Indeed ! pious brother, you give unwelcome news 
— Your presence has brought blessing on my house — Re- 
luctantly I let you go — What is it that drives you so sud- 
denly from this peaceful valley ? Has any of my subjects 
given you offence ? Woe to him. 

Peter. No, noble knight, the palm of peace has over- 
shawdowed eighteen years my quiet hut, thanks to you 
for it : my wants you helpfully supplied — Never shall I 
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forget it. When dire disease laid my wife upon the sick 
bed, your kitthen and cellar were open ; you yourself 
were day and night at her bed side ; your tears drppped 
upon her sick bed — »and at last upon her grave— —that is 
engraven upon my heart ! 

Cuno. You move me, brother ; you know I am nei- 
rich myself and would have willingly done more. 

Peter, The more generous oi you. A bit of bread 
and heai^felt joy, are benefactors which the rich seek 
in vain in tbeir silver chests. It shall by God, not re» 
main unrewarded to you. 

Cuno. You have often rewarded me, by good advice 
and precious prayers. (j^^H'tgly ) Stay with me, brother 
Peter ! wc are both old, why will you leave me ? an old 
tree never takes root in foreign soil. Old men should 
not be separated, they do not so easily attach themselves 
to what is new. If you are not pleased any longer here 
in the valley ? move up to the castle. 

Peter. I cannot, must be gont. 

Cuno, Have you persecuting enemies ? In the castle 
you arc secure. 

Peter. My Agnez's grave chains me more to this soli- 
tude than your prayers. But I cannot stay; love and 

duty soon, noble knight, you shall learn what alone 

was able to draw me back to the world's tumult. 

Cuno. Then God be with you! you are a prudent ex- 
perienced man, you best know what is fit for you. When 
will you depart ? 

Peter. This very hour. 

Cuno. So soon ? I wish to furnish you first with vict- 
uals for your journey. I have this morning killed a fine 
% deer, we will get it' roasted. 

Peter. Thanks ! we want but little. 



SCENE V. 



Henry. The Former. 

Henry. flVith some fshj Father, the sun ihiQCs so 
bright to dav, the fish wont touch the hook. Blessing to 
you, noble knight ! It Miss Elsbcth with you ? 

I? 
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Cun0. May be. 

Henry. Where ? where ?- There father take the fisk 

and let me go. 

Peter. Stay, I have to speak to you. 

Henry * Are you in haste ? 

Peter. I am. 

Henry {Peevishly) Speak then. o 

Cuno. I will not interrupt you. Adieu, pious brother 
You will, I (lope not leave this abode without a farewell 
draught ? 

Peter. Each moment of delay would be treason to 
my country. • 

Cuno. Then go, and may God be with you. I am sor- 
ry. In distant regions, forget me not in your prayers.— 
Farewell ! — No, we part not yet. 1*11 go tor Elsbeth, and 
then pass this way again. {Exit.) 



SCENE VI. 

P£T£R and H£NRY. 

Henry. What is he muttering about ? Parting ! A fare* 
well draught. 

Peter. We must go. 

Henry. What does that mean ? 

Peter. Your wishes are fulfilled.* 

Henry. Which ? 

Peter. You was desirous of going into the wide world. 

Henry. And that shall be ? 

Peter. This very day. 

Henry. You are jesting, father ? I 

Peter. I speak in earnest. The strange pilgrim has 
brought me intelligence 

Henry. Inform me of its purport t 

Peter. My country is distracted—— it wants my arm.. 

Henry. Your country ? — I am ashamed to ask ; where 
is your country ? 

Peter. Where we are going. 

Henry, (Whose uneasiness increases) Indeed ? ■ 'but 
who will meanwhile mind our household ? 
> Peter. Henceforth we want it not. 
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Henry. The hut will fall to pieces, the garden decay— 

Peter. Even so ? 

Henry. Better for me to stay and keep every thing in 
order. 

Peter. How ? would you let me go alone ? 

Henry. I am so young your country would have no 
confidence in me. 

Peter. But I 1 need a valiant youth, who, standing 

by my side, will learn of me to fight, conquer ^and to 

die 

Henry. To die ? 

Peter. And why not ? man is born to learn, and dies 
to learn. In death the feeblest old man triumphs over 
the strongest youth. 

Henry. You shall not fall, (Pointing to his breastj 
here is your shield. 

Peter. Right, my son ! you see I cannot do without 
you. 

Henry. Well then I 1 must accompany you but 

when shall we return ? 

Peter. Never. 

Henry. Never ! What do you itiean ? The fight can- 
not last forever. We will combat bravely till winter 
comes, then return and enjoy tranquility under our 
straw roof. 

Peter. Henry, what's that ? I understand you not — 
Not farther back than this morning each hour seemed to 
oppress you ; even this morning you desired impetuously 
to travel into the world ; and now at my meeting you 
half way, you deem your obedience a sacrifice ? 

Henry. Father, I Know it not myself 1 am in a saj 

disposition 1 conceive it not you are a prudent 

man, explain it me ? why the world sometimes seems to 
me to lie too narrow, and then again I would not change 
yonder hut for the emperor*^s throne of Trapczunt ? 

Peter. Habit 

Henry. Be it what it will you must promise me a spec^ 
dy return or I shall grieve to death ! 

Peter. I can promise you nothing. 

Henry. You are my good father 1 would willingly 

obey you indeed with all my heart but — I muai 

confe^i-*— Miss Elsbeth is so dear to me ! 
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J^ier. What i$ Elsbetfa to you ? 

Hemry. A great deal. She has, I know not how, stolen 
into my heart — wherever I am, she is with me ; where- 
ver I go she hovers before me. In the wood she stands be- 
bind every tree, and in the hut her rays appear from eve- 
ry corner. It I lay down, she sits beiore me ; when I 
awake she still sits there. 

PcUr. Separation will cure you. 

Henry i Yes, if I was but gone ! but — be not angry^ 
Father — I cannot go ! . 

Peter. Henry, if I tell you, that a person is yet alive, 
to whom nature has given stronger pretensions to your 

heart, than this damsel ? If I tell you that you still 

have a mother ? 

Henry. 1 a mother? docs not yonder hill cover her 
grave ? 

Peter. My Agnez has saved your life, but not given it 
you. She was your infancy's taithful nurse, yet she who 
Drought you to this world lives still. 

Henry. She lives? Who ain I then ? — Have you 

ever been married to her ? Disowned your wife, and 

Cook another ? or are you not my father ? 

Peter. If love and qare gave a right to that title 

Henry. Not otherwise ? 

peter. No. 

Henry. Alas ! you rob me of a father whom I love, 
and give me a mother whom I do not know. 

Peter. Hasten to her arms ! 

Henry. I will not. I do not wish a strange mother ! — 
I entreat you for God's sake ! Stay my father — I have so 
long since accustomed myself to love you as a child* and 
I am to deliver up my heart to strange hands. 

Peter. To a mother's hands, 

Henry. That sounds fine, but (Pointing to his heart) 
this does not echo to it. Never have I known my mother; 
by what benefaction has she attached me to her ? What 
pretensions of hers can out balance yours ? 

Peter. The rights of nature. 

Henry. Nature, nature — I know not what that means. 
Have you then made an alliance with nature to win my 
heart'? Can I love my mother more than you? More thaa 



V* 
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Miss Elsbeth ? — In God's name, how came I to be an or- 
phan all at once !— For pity's sake ! stay father, or I throw 
myself into the stream I 

PeUr. B e consoled, I shall remain your father, as long 
as you acknowledge me for it. 

Henry. As long as I live !*as long as a drop of blood— 

Peter, Well then ! a father may require obedience of 
his son. Prepare for your departure. JBefore sun-set we 
quit this valley. 

HfTiry, Without taking leave of my Elsbeth ? 

Peter, You have invested me with a father's rights* 
We haive not to lose a moment. Soon you shall know 
why ! (He goes into the hut.) 



SCENE VII. 



Henry — alone. 



How am I ? — all used to be serene about me; — now all 
so dark — the rock seems to be higher — the valley nar» 
rower — the high trees make too much shade — I am peevish 
— I must weep— (j&flttJtfi) a mother ? — what is that ? — 
who can tell me what it is ?-^I have no sense for it — an<t 
what shall I do at her abode ? — can she not come to me ? 
— will Ae tear me from Miss Elsbeth ? — that is not the 
way to my heart-^no, no, no. 

(He remains in deep meditation.) 



SCENE VIII. 



Elsbeth and Henry. 



Elsb. (Entering slowly, with a garland in her hand^ 
iakes suddenly the hat from Henry* s head, placing the 
garland upon it.) 

Henry. Ah Elsbeth ! dear Elsbeth. 

Elsb. [Putting on Henry's hat] Do I look like a boy. 

Henry ^ You jest and I am halt dead. 
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Elsb. You ? let us. see, how one looks, when one i» 
half dead ? red cheeks — clear eyes 

Henry. Full of tears. 

Elsb. Tears ? Indeed, I perceive one, Henry, are 

you unwell ? 

Henry. Would to God 

, Elsb. Fy, what a wish ! 

' Henry. Bad enough. Yes, would to God I were ill ! 
then my father would be obliged to leave me' behind. 
' Elsb. What are you talking about ? Quick ! be- 
fore my father and Gertraud /Overtake me. 

Henry, (wttfin^) I — ah, Elsbeth ! (he takes the gar* 
land from his head) this will become my funeral garland !' 

Elsb. For God's sake ! torment me not. 

Henry. I must go ! 

Elsb. Whereto? 

Henry. Into the wide world ! 

Elsb. Why ? 

Henry, f mournfully J To fight — to kill men — 

Elsb. What have tney done to you ? 

Henry. To me? — nothing at all — They might all live 
for me to the day of judgment. 

Elsb. Well then let them live and stay here. 

Henry. I dare not. 

Elsb. But you will soon return, I hope ? 

Henry. That's the very thing ^I shall not return — 

Elsbeth ! I shall never see you again ! 

Elsb. Never see me again then I shall not see you 

again either ? ' 

Henry. Ah ? that breaks my heart ! 

Elsb. Dear Henry! you alarm me — weep not — [she 
dries his tears with her apron) Look at me — speak rea- 
son — who desires it then, that you never shall see me 
again ? 

Henry. My father, and yet not my father — 

Elsb. Are you raving ? 

Henry. He just now left me — jus! now he discovered 
to me, that I am not his son. 

Elsb. God forbid ! Henry, a lather certainly you will 
have ! 

Henry. It's all the same to me. If this is not my father, 
I won't have another. 
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ElsL Why not ? There are more good fathers in the 
World. For instance my father — if he would take you 
for my brother — how funny it would be. 

Henry, H*m ! would not be very funny. A sister one 
dare not marrj'. 

Elsb. Will you then really marry me ? 

Henry, Indeed ! I love you above all — more than you 
^ove me. 

£lsi. That's not true. 

Henry. It's true enough. See, my eyes are full of tears 
— my heart is filled with grief — and you remain, in good 
humour. 

Els^. I think, Henry, if you love me so much — so 
very much ; you would soon return — ^is it riot so, Henry? 

Henry. If I dare. 

Els6. Who will prevent you ? 

Henry. My mother. 

Elsb, Who is your mother. 

Henry, How ao I know ! it is a mother whom I never 
saw. 

Elsi, But certainly a good- woman, if she is your' mo- 
ther. Be composed, Henry, there is my hand, I will 
become your wife and no other's. 

Henry. Do you promise that ? 

Elsb. I do. 

Henry. S\year. 

Elsb. How shall I swear ? v 

Henry. By your Patroness, 

Elsb. Well, I swear by the holy Agatha ! 

Henry. You will not marry Walter of Blonay ? 

Elsb. Never. ^ 

Henry. You will wait for news of poor Heniy ? 

Elsb. Most certainly ! Be now friendly again* 

Henry. Ah It's all very fine and good ; but how can I 
be friendly ? we are to part 

Elsb. When? 

Henry. This very day, before sun-set, we leave thii 
Valley, so says my father. 

Elsb. What is that : parting ? How shall we do that I* 

Hffiry. You give me your hand — I shake it heartily— 
you look at me sorrowfully — I weep — you say farewell— 
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and I say farewell — then one goes this and the other thai 
way. 

Elsb. Ah, Henry ! that> hard ! 

Henry. Very hard ! ' 

Elsb. [tenderly) Stay with me ! 

Henry, Aye ! and you beg too — 

Elsb. {leaning on him) Stay with me ! 

Henry. Yes, if you move me to-^— (hastily resolved) 
Elsbcth! ril stay with you ! 



^ SCENE IX. 

Enter Peter — The Former. 

Henry, (meeting him) Father, I cannot go with you ! 
Eisbeth loves me — she begs — she weeps — I am distracted 
—and — in short — I cannot go with you ! 

Peter. Then I shall tell your mother that she has borne 
an undutiful child. 

Henry. Say what you please. Whoever bears this saint 
at his heart is not without affection. 

Peter. And your mother ? 

Henry. Why did she throw me from her. 

Peter. But, if till now she thinks you dead ? 

Henry. Then leave her in that opinion. Long since 
she has done grieving for that loss. 

Peter. How? you would not give joy to her that gave 
you life ? The bird in its nest fondly flutters to its mo- 
ther— 

Henry. Because she has a worm in her bill for its 
nourishment. But what has my mother done for me ? 

Peter. She has suffered for you. 

Henry. Anxiety, love, hope, desire, is true life ! All 
that is given to me by Eisbeth, she alone is my mother ! 
.therefore I'll stay with her, exchange love for love, will 
hope as a boy, desire as a youth, and combat for the pos- 
session of her like a man! 

Peter. If your heart overcomes your reason, remem- 
ber at least a .father's right, which you have voluntarily 
conferred on me. You must go with me* 
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Henry. You say, you must ! — £lsbeth says nothing- 
she only looks at me ^and I can only obey her: 

Peter. Miss, I claim my son from you. 

Ehb. Will you bring him back again to me ? 

Peter, I can promise nothing. 

Elsb. Go alone ! Tell his mother to come here, and 
she will find a son and daughter. 

Henry. A precious thought ! Yes father! go alone! 

Eisb. Your Henry shall mean while want for nothing. 

Henry. Remember me to my mother ! 

Elsb. And return soon. 

Peter. I am troublesome to you, it seems. Well 
Miss ! If your father has no objection. - • 

Elsb. My father is a good pious Man. 

Peter. Here he comes. Ask him yourself. 



SCENE X. 



Enter Cuno, Gertraud — ti^ Former. 

Gertr. Did I not say so ? on our left she vanished be- 
hin i a bush, and on our right hand we find her again. 

Cuno. Aye I aye 1 

Elsb. [^running towards him) Father, the pious brother 
Peter will leave us. 
'Cuno. So I hear. 

Elsb, But Henry must stay, say ? 

Quno. He stay here ? and why ? 

Elsb. Because I love him so much almost as much 

as I love you. 

Gertr. And she says that with as little reserve as if she ■ 
was repeating a rosary. Naughty child ! 

Cuno, Elsbeth, -have you renounced aU female modesty ? 

Elsb. How «o, father ? 

Cuno. You must love but your bridegroom, Walter of 
Bionay ; and even to him you must not discover it so 
bluntly. . 

Elsb. He certainly will not hear of it by me. 

Cuno Henry goes With his father, and you stay at home 
in your chamber till you are conducted to the m^rriagft 
altar. F J 
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Henry, (dejected) Do you hear, Eisbeth? 

Elsb. (privately) Grieve not ; remember ray promise. 

Henry, Oh, noble knight ! keep me at your castle as 
the meanest servant : I will mind your horses and feed 
your dogs. Dear mother Gertraud, pray speak, a good 
word for me. I will catch birds for your old cat, and tap 
you on your back when you arc coughing. 

Gertr, My old cat will hav« enough to eat without you. 
Cuno. Go with your father, Henry, that's becoming a 
son. Here is no aoode for you. 

Peter. Enough, children, my hours are counted : we 
must part. 

Henry, Part ? r-hear you, Eisbeth ? 

Elsb, [weeping) I will hear nothing 1 will not 

part. — 

Cuno. You must Farewell, brother Peter ! It 

goes to my heart to lose you, but who knows to what it 
may lead. This thoughtless damsel gives me trouble. — 
Travel under God's protection ! and remember me in 
your prayers. 

Peter. As often as I shall meet a noble hearted man, I 
shall remember you. Farewell ! [they shake hands) allow 
the children a last farewell, 

Cuno, Now make haste ! shake hands ! 

Henry, [weeping) Then we must part indeed, Eisbeth ! 
Farewell, 

Elsb. (Also weeping) Forget me not ! 

Henry. Remember your oath ! 

Elsb, By the holy Agatha ! 

Henry, When you ramble here, speak to me as if I 
was here. 

Elsb. Be always brave and love me. 

Henry, There m the garden is a rose-bush, I have plan- , 
ted it for you, water it sometimes. 

Elsb. With my tears 

Henry, My pigeons I give you, feed them. 

Elsb, Obi of my mouth. 

Gertr, The poor children move my heart. 

Cuno, Away Eisbeth ! 'tis enough ! 

Elsb, [Goes slowly and looking ojten back) Farewell ! 

Henry, (Violently weeping) Farewell ! 
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. Cuno. God's blessing on the journey ! 

Gertr. May the saints attend you wherever you go ? 

Peter. Go, go, my heart breaks ! 

Elsb. (At a distance) Farewell, Henry ! 

Henry, (Without looking bad, with a faultering 
voice) Farewell, Elsbeth. {Cuno^ Gertraud and Elsbeth^ 
are out of sight.) 

Peter, Compose yourself, son, be a man ! 

Henry. If a man dare not weep, I will not be a man. 

Elsb. f Comes hastily back with a floweret) Henry! dear 
Henry ! Forget ine not !* (she gives him the floweret and 
goes away.) • 

Henry. (Drying his tears and looking at the flcwerj 
H*m! — What does this flower avail ? to-morrow it will 
be withered. fHe puts it on his hat J Had she given me 
a handkerchief or a ribbon, I would have revered it more 
than the relics of the convent of Einsiedeln, I would have 
tied it round my arm, or pinned it to my helmet, and then 
away into the throngest ranks of the enemy. Hah, fa- 
ther ! If we are not to remain among friends, I wish we 
i?ere already amidst the tumulc of our foes. 

Peter. Well then, my son, take your walking stick ! 
the sun is lowering in the west, the birds sing their even- 
ing, songs, it is high time. 

Henry. If we had but the Alps in our rear ; if but the 
castle was not so high, as to remain so long in view. 

Peter. Look forwards. Patience Henry ! Whemtime 
and separation are united, they extinguish flaming ^^etters 
in the hearts of men. 

Henry. Never, father ! Leadme to the holy sepulchre; 
tell me : on this stone sat the prophesying angel, and 
there my eyes will behold Elsbeth. 

Peter. Great events await you 

Henry. Great events shall meet with a man in me, if 
Elsbeth is the price. 

' Peter. The path from this wildesness leads perhaps to a 
•throne. ^ 

Henry. You jest. And do we siteasier upona throne 
than here under this appletree ? What think you father ? 
lifwithyoiir left hand you could take hold of a sceptre, 

• The name of thtt flowtrct in the German lansuigc, is F(fr^tt me at*. 
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and with your right draw the good Agnca from the grave, 
which would*you do ? 

Peter. Your youthful passion is like Aurora's feeble 
beam ; but matrimonial bliss is like the glowing bright- 
ness of the meridian sun. 

Henry. Good ! My meridian will also in its coiirse 
arrive. Elsbeth or no other ! 

Ptter, Deserve her. 

Henry ^ Lead me to the battle f glory or death ! 



SCENE XI. 

Bruno, with a bundle on kis bad — The Former. 

Bruno. We arc ready to depart. 

Henry. Messenger of woe ! 

Bruno., ('smiling) I a messenger of woe^ ? hah, if yott 
knew 4 

Henry. Rally not. 

BfUno. In this bundle I carry for you a knightly armon 

Henry, For me ? What means that ? who am I ? speak \ 

Peter, f interrupting) That leads us too far. Patieiicc, 
my son, 'till evening at the first inn you shall know your 
fate. 

Henry^ One question more you will grant me, before 
we leave this valley : Does my birth favor my union 
with Slsbeth ? • 

peter, [after a pause) No. 

Henry. How miserable am I ! Why has not one of my 
ancestors met with a girl like Elsbeth ! Love would have 
inade him a knight. 

Peter. Honor's open arms await you,' let us hasten ! 

Henry. Ah ! [They go a few steps, Peter stands still 
and stretches his arms out towards the hut.) 

Peter. How ? — -^ — Shall I then turn my back to you, 
little hut, which for eighteen year.s has giVen me a friend- 
ly shelter ? — Is not one wet eye of gratitude to be cast on 
you ? — Fy on the man who suffers shipwreck, and can 
without feeling burn the piece of board, upon which he 
safely reached the shore. How many serene moments have 
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love, hope, and piety created for me here ! May 

lightening and storm spare your rotten roof ! and give 
shelter to many a weary pilgrim ! May the doves contin- 
ue to Coo on the tops of these cedar trees, and fetch their 
food from this garden, where henceforth no one will dis- 
turb them. {k€ turns round and loots at the distant hill) 
Bat ah ! whose hand will ^urse the plants which orna- 
ment my Agnez's grave ? Agnez ! to seperate 

myself from your dust ! f rashly) go, Bruno, loUow 

him, Henry — one moment more for my heart ! Then I 
belong to you and our country. 

Bruno, Well, let us then in God's name begin our 
journey ! , 

Henry. There it is ! Lead in my feet. Give me a pusJi 
in my back, to make me tumble forwards.* 

Bruno. {Takes out a sword from under his cloth) 
This sword is for you, Baron! 

Henry [hastily catching at %t) For me ? 

Bruno. Let me carry it, it might hinder you in walk- 
ing. 

Henry, (tetrs it out of his hands) Old boy ! if you 
arfc fatigued. Til take you yourself on my back. Hah I 
Elsbeth ! I have a sword. [He goes oJ[ rashly^ Bruno 
follows him.) 

(Peter Jot some time looks at the hut feeUngfy, then at the ap» 
pU tret, from whi eh he takes a twig and pvti it on his hat ; then kt 
pes to the hoU^ and looks earnestly down ; he then turns towards 
the distant grave y towards which he at last stretches out his handi^ 
end sinks , it/^an his knees^ ^f^er a short and silent prefer, he 
fises^ goes offl^ly ; looks often back, and at last gets out of fight 
behind the trees.) 

END OF THE SECOND. ACT. 
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ACT III. 

An open place at ARLES furrounded mth trees ; in the back 
ground the palace of the Count of Burgundy. In theforeground the 
house of a Cooper who with hisjoum^man^ is occupied at hh door^ 
inputting hoops to a barrel, Vuy often Jtop workings to talk. 

SCENE I. 



Y 



Benedict and Nicholajs. 
Benedict. 



OU have travelled through the world, Nicholas^ 
where did you like it best ? > 

Nicholas. Aries is ray native place, and at home a drink 
of water relishes better, than on foreign soil, the best of 
wine. 

Benedict. Thank God ! we may now on Sunday drink 
again a glass of wine together. 

Nick. You have been but badly off for some time 
back. 

. Benedict. Ah ! Nicholas, God meant it well with you, 
.that he did not bring you sooner back to your home. All 
was upside down here. 

Nick. I was but a boy, when the wicked Count Ulrich 
killed our pious Count Albrecht. 

Benedict. B rother- slaughter ! oh ! (tfiiy work.) 

Nick.' And yet the murderer died quietly on his 
bed ? 

Bened. On his bed he died, it's true, but quiet ? (^he 
shakes his head*) He could not even dose quietly. A 
prince who goes to bed without a good action, goes 
without consolation to his grave. At the first knock of. 
my hammer in the morning, suddenly there came a guard 
from the palace : Mr. Benedict, the Count orders you 
to leave off hammering ! it disturbs his morning slumber. 
H'm ! I murmured to myself : can he also defend the 
hammerirf^ of his conscience ? 

Nick. It*s a wonder he did*nt drive you from your house. 
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Bruno. This almost happened once-r-" Your hut," he 

said, disfigures the place before the palace ;" My lord, 

I answered : Integrity and industry are the occupants ojF 
this hut ; would to God ! we could say that of many a pal^ 
— *' / will buy your hut,'' continued he -** / 



ace'' 



will not sell it. My great, greats grandfather has built it, 
my father repaired it, J was' born and educated in it. Mf 
old father is blind and can find his way in it without danr 
gtr. But if I bring him to a strange house he will knock 

out his brains." What answer do you think ray 

lord deigned to give me ? " Well then," he said, 

stroking his beard ; and what of that ?" 

Nich. The tyrant ! 

Bruno. In short, my house would have been gone, if 
Block the cabinet-maker had not been on friendly terms 

with the court jester :he brought things in order. 

[They work]. 

Nich. There was Count Albrecht, God grant him a 
happy resurrection ! quite a different man. 

Benedict. Indeed he was ! always friendly and good. 
Here he often would stop to look at my work, and whe*n 
the sun was burning, he would never suffer me to take off 

my hat. Many a time he drank out of my silver cup. 

I still see him passing by here, his little sons hopping round 
him. Oh! the dear little ones ! they would take off their 
caps before every mechanic — nod to every fruit woman — 
and if they met a beggar, how quick they would put their 
Ihrie hands in their pockets, and filled, with silver pieced, 
hold them to the poor. — Oh ! It goes to my *very heart, 
when I think, how unmarcifully they all were sent to the 
frave ! 

Nich. None escaped ? 

Bened. No, not ope. I myself heard in that woful 
night the groans of the dying — the lamentations of the 
Count's attendants — the piercing cries of the mother 
proceeding from the palace windows. 

Nich. The old Countess lives still ? 

Benedict. It would be better for her, if she was dead. 
To spare hef was worse than murder. The good Lady 
buried herself in a Convent. She may have forgot hus- 
band and children, but the splendor of high* life, and the 
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thirst for revenge, she cannot forget, it is said. It's na- 
tural, she was mother 1 am only a burgher, but could 

I findoneof themurdererjf, I would hammer him into a 
hoop. fHe works tarnestfy). 

Nich, Count Ulrich's son, they say, promises well ? 

Bruno* He is but a boy. A thorn-bush never bears 
plumbs. As long as Count Hugo of Werdenberg, the 
governor, guides his youth— that's a worthy knight, 

Nich, [Looking at a distance.) See there, master, what 
^n uproar at the city gates ? 

Bruno. What's that to us ? a drunken man perhaps. 

Nick, I see halberds fly. ' 

Bruno. No matter. It is no more than it was in former 
timesj when even the most honest of us went out of the 
Way of every page. 

Nich, The tumult encreases-^they approach, 

Bruno, Now ? what can that be ? 



SCENE II. 



Sc^ citizens run over the stage, calling : ring the alarm belli the 
alarm belt! another croud of citizens^ led ^ Block, are pujk' 

tng on* ' ( 

Block. Here, citizens of Aries 1 here, to the palace- 
yard. 

Bened. Neighbour Block, what's the matter ? 

Block. Friend Benedict, leave your work! shocking 
things ! the day of revenge is arrived ! 

The People, Revenge ! Revenge ! 

Bened. Revenge ? on whom ? wherefore ? 

The Peop, Bring the murderers here ! let them bleed 
under the palace windows ! 

Bened. What murderers ? 

Block. Pilgrims have been taken, the Count's sealing 
jTing has been found upon them 

Another. And the cup with the Burgundian arms, 

Bened. Hah ! Just heaven ! The avenging angel con- 
ducted them to Aries \ Where are they ? 

Block, They have been carried to prison 

The Peop. 6ring them forward ! ring the alarm-bell I 
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(The alarfH-bell is heard ringing. The tumult is encreas^ 
ing. They ask, they call, cry, relate, rave, all pell mellj, 
Bened, Blessing on me, that I live to see this day ! 
Do you see, Nicholas, how these men arc still attached 
to their ifnurdered lord ? Thus benefactions shoot like 
flowers from the grave of the just, rise Count Albrecht'^ 
spirit ! from your vault, and behold your blood's revenge 
glowing in the love of your people, fThe gates of the 
palace open.) Some voices cry: the Governor ! the go- 
vernor ! 



^CENE III . 

Count Hugo ofWerdenherg comes out of the palace, in 

the midst of the people.^ 

^ugo._ What IS it, children ? what has happened here ? 
^^fine people are crowding round him, each eager to tell 
his story, nothing but a conjused noise is heard.) 

Hugo. I understand you not. Speak singly. 

The People. Speak, Mr. Martin ! ( All are silent.) 

Martin, [the grazier). I was some days journey in the 
• country about business. On my return, in a village a 
league from here night overtook me, and after having sent 
on my cattle, I laid down with other strangers upon the 
istraw. It was dark. But when day light appeared, I 
awoke, and cast a glance upon the sleeping Strangers. An 
old man in Pilgrim's habit lay at my side. His cloth had 
been disordered. I saw an armour under his habit, which 
excited my curiosity. I looked ^t him attentively, and 
perceived on his linger a ring with a seal, exactly resem- 
bling the ring of our murdered Count, which I often 
heard described, when it was \ missing. 

The People. Count Albrecht's murderer ! he is found ! 
revenge ! blood ! 

Hugo. Silence ! Silence ! Let him continue speaking I 

Martin. My blood chilled. Yet I was uncertain till I 
discovered at the old man's feet, a large silver cup — they 
may have been drinking the evening before on their hap* 
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py return — when I topk up the cup, the arms of Burgun- 
dy stared me in the face. 

The People. Enough ! E^nou^h ! bring him here ! 

Hugo, silence, brethren ! Let your fellow citizen fi- 
nish his account .! « 

Martin. I was on the point of drawing my knife to 
send the villain to hell, when he opened his eyes, Beside 
him lay a fine youth, and another^ man in Pilgrim's hat)it. 
He roused them and they took their way towards the city. 
I kept them company, not to loose sight of them. On 
the way the old man asked me many questions ; whether 
the people still loved the memory of their good old Count 
Albrecht ? whether tfaey hated his murderers ? and some 
such things. He also spoke of you, Governor, and 
seemed to rejoice when he learnt that you were stUi 
living and in good health. At our arrival at the gates, I 
called the guards. We found in their travelling bag 
among other suspicious things, Swathiog cloihes, mark- 
ed with the Burgundian arms, and the letter H^ under a 
Lordly Crown. They certainly have once belonged tQ 
the poor little Count Henry, whose innocent blood the 
villain has spilt. 

The Peop. Revenge! Blood! Bring them here ! 

Hugo. Citizens ,of Aries ! You have suffered under 
an oppressive yoke. You know, what may be the evil 
corfsequence of a precipitate .sentence. Be slow in pu- 
nishing! examine carefully! the prisoners cannot e$« 
cape you. Hear them, and judge coolly that tjie $moke 
01 innocent blood may not again rise from this ground. 

The Peop, He is right ! — Let us hear them — quick \ 
quick ! 

A voice. Behold, the guards are already conducting the 
old man towards us ! 

The Peop. This way, guards ! this way to the bloocj 
tribunal I 
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SCENE IV. 

Peter, tud^ and conducted by a gv ard, enfers tvit/i a 
serene countenance^ among the people. 

Hugo, Place him in our centre. 

A guard. He desired to be brought before the people, 

A voice in the back ground. See whether he has an 
armour under his habit ? 

Some of the people (Who are nearest to Peter^ lift up 
his habit and cry out) Yes ! yes ! 

One voice. Look for the ring at his finger. 

Some {lift up his tied hands) Yes ! yes ! 

The People^ [Cry tumultuous ly) Cut him down ! tear 
him to pieces! stone him to dtdithl Call push towards 
the prisoner.) 

Hugo, [preventing them with all his might) Guards 

Protect him ! away with you ! a few minutes only ! 
ear him ! citizens of Aries ! if you love me ! 1 en- 
treat you by the ashes of your murdered lord! 

fTJie more reasonable citizens unite with Hugo and the 
guards.) Back ! back ! he has desired to speak to the 
people. Let us hear what the criminal has to say. 

Hugo. Silence ! In the name of justice! let her bal- 
ance the scales, and then strike with the sword. (Alt 
are silence. To Peter) You have heard what heavy 
crimes you are accused of. 

Peter. An ignominious death threatens the innocent 
in vain ! tears of joy roll down my cheeks, and wet the 
chains which I carry with honor. After eighteen years 
elapse, I behold with extacy the love of the citizens still 
fervent for my gobd Count Albrecht. He was my friend, 
my benefactor ! woe to his murderers ! 

The Peop. (murmuring) His friend ? his benefac- 
tor ? 

Peter. Citizens of Aries I formerly my dear fellow 
citizens ! is there not one among you, that recognizes 
me ? ( All press forward to look at hisjace.) 

Peter, [turning to Hugo) Nor you my brother in arms ? 
Hugo. [Looking at him attentively) InAccdl this voice 
docs not sound strange to me ! 
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Peter. My God ! have time and grief thus disfigured 
my features ? Is there not one who in his native place 
bids welcome to Hans of Bonstetten ? 

The Peop, Hans of Bonstetten ? — 'Tis he ! 

Hugo, (In his arms J HanS ot Bonstetten my friend, 
and brother ! has the grave vomited you again ? 

A voice. Yes, yes, I remember him. 

Another. And I too. 

A third, A brave and good man. 

A fourth. The bosom friend of our Count ! 

The Peop. Take off his chains I Let us carry him on 
bur hands to the grave of our murdered lord. [The 
guards take off his chains. H/: throws away the pilgrim* s 
habit, and appears in the dress oj a warlike knight.) 

Peter, (with emotion) Yes, to the grave of my good 
Albrecht ! hasten, citizens of Aries ! behold his only 
son, crown him as your lawful sovereign ! , 

The Peop. his son ! his son ! 

Peter. Overcome your surprise ! hear me ! hear a 
friend's voice. In that dreadful night, when the clash- 
ing of the swords of hired murderers, and the groans 
of the dying surrounded nje ; when my good master al- 
ready lay bleeding at my feet, and his elder sons were 
drawing their last breath ; I called my wife, to whose care 
the youngest child was entrusted : Agnez, I cried, save 
your precious nursling ! the Count's ring I took from the 
finger of the corpse, the silver cup I snatched from the 
table. By a secret door we escaped and reached the 
open. air. In the darkness of the night, through swamps 
and bushes, through thorns and thistles, we walked on 
unused roads. The sun rose but to perplex us, for he 
gave light to our pursuers. During day we hid ourselves 
in cornfields, and silenced our hunger with unripe corn, 
God guarded your princ« ! we reached the frontiers of 
Burgundy. Thence I sent my old companion, my faith- 
ful servant BrunO, back. He was to wait in silence, 
till he could bring me news of better times. At the foot 
of the Alps, in a poor hermit's hut, I took care of the 
dear pledge, confided to me by God. The boy has ri- 
pened to youthful beauty. Citizens of Aries! to day I 
brought him back to you I take him, and your future hap- 
piness from my hands ! 
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The Peop. [rejoiced) Where — where ! 

Peter. He has been carried with me to prison. The 
hand that is to sway you, is in fetters. 

The Peop, Along f along ! he lives ! . he lives I AI- 
brecht's son. fTke people run off huzzaing^ the stage 
becomes suddenly empty, J ■ 

Hugo. Am I awake ? — or in a dream? » 

Peter. Give me your hand, Hugo ! we often parted on 
this spot squeezing each others hands, when we returned 
from the joyous feasts at the castle. 

Hugo. Ah ! what is become of those fine times ! 

Peter. They will return. My Henry is a beautiful 
sprig of the old Burgundian stem. I educated him as a 
man, poor and low ; blessing on the prince, who knows 
poverty ! 

Hugo. Where is your good Agn.ez ? 

Peter. Do not obscure this hour to me^? 

Hugo. I understand you. 

The Peop. [at a distance) Long live Count Henry of 
Burgundy ! 

Peter. Hah! they return already Rejoice, Hugo, 

you will see a noble youth. ', - 



• SCENE V. 

The People carry Henry upoH their, hands. 

The People. There he is ! the young Count — an eye, 

like his father's ! — his father's smiling countenance 

Long live Count Henry ! 

Some voices in the back ground. Let us see him too ! we 
cannot behold him ! lift him up! 

Benedict* Put him here upon my barrel. (Henry is 
put upon the barrel, v A loud huzza.) Long live Count 
Henry of Burgundy I [Trumpets and kettle drums are 
heard from the castle*) 

Henry. [Endeavours to speak. He turns here and there^ 
but fannot speak. Tears drop from his eyes.) 

Some of the People, He weeps ! He weeps ! 

Henry ^ [zuith a faultering voice). Your first sight of 
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me inspires you with love ; for this I have to thank my 
fdtlier — May his blessing be upon liie. 

The Peop, [Lifting up their arms towards heaven.) 
Count Albreclit's blessing on his good son ! 

Henry. If I cannot be to you, what he was,— I at least 

will love you as he did- (Lifting his hands and raising 

his eyes to heaven,) Give with me, thanks to God for my 
miraculous preservation. 

All the People kneel down. We thank you, God ! 

A Woman s voice behind tht scenc^ Where is he ? 
Avhere — where ? 

Some of the People. Hah ! his mother ! 



SCENE VI. 

The Countess ^Burgundy cot/us hastily upon the stage. 
■, ■" 

The People, {calling out to her.) Your son ! your son \ 
pointing with their fingers to Henry.) 

f She presses through the crowd, spies her Son, reaches 
^ut her arms towards him and sinks down speechless.) 

Henry. My Mother ! 

(He is going to jump down. The people gather round 
him, take him from the barrel and bring him to his mo- 
thxr^s arms.) 

The people. Long* live Matilda ! Long live Henry ! 
(Trumpets from the balcony of the Castle). 

Matilda, am I a mother yet ? — is this my son ? — the 

only one who was saved ! (she looks at him with 

complacency ) oh ! In this world we can forget all, but ma- 
ternal love. 

/fdwry. Give me your blessing! 

Matilda^ The blessing of your dear father be with 
you ! a prfnce must be blessed by his people, not by his 
mother. 

Henry. I will deserve the love of my people, and yours. 
By God ! I will ! 

Matilda. Hah ! my solitary cell will for the first time 
re-echo the maternal joy ! no more shall I pray for re- 
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venge before the Crucifix !— thanks ! — thanks! — Oh bow 
much a mother loves to speak these words to the Father 
of us all ! 

PeUr. Gfacious Counte&s, allow an old faithful ser- 
vant to kiss the border of your garment. 
• Mat. Knight Hans of Bonstetten ! oh, will it ever be 
in my power to reward you. 

PcUr. Woe to my heart, if such a scene did not re- 
ward it ! 

Mat. When for the last time you bid me good night in 
yonder hall — who could have thought, that the dawn of 
morning would be eighteen years after !— — Where is 
your good Agnez ? 

Peter. [After a pause with emotion?) Her morning has 
not yet dawned. 

Mat. I conceive,— you and I have but one son now. 
Peter. Count Henry of Burgundy, deign me to be the 
first who swears allegiance to his new master. [He kneels.) 
Henry f [throwing himself into his arms). Do not make 
me blush. Do not deprive me of the sweet name, which 
my heart cannot renounce ! Call me your son ! Be not 
ashamed of me before the people's face. 

Peter, [pressing him to his heart). My son ! 

Henry. [WitKnoble fire.) People of Burgundy ! If I 

once fulfil yoUr hopes, \i I succeed, in indemnifying you 

for the loss of my taxher, you will thank this man for it ! 

He took nothing with him into the wilderness but what 

no tyrant could deprive him ef his virtues ! I loved 

hin) when a child, I admired him when a youth, I shall 
imitate him when a man* He is not the first after me, he 
is the first above me ! Whatever good through me may 
flow to you, are but the unfolded germs of his plantatfon. 

Could I ever forget, what he was to me what he is — 

and will remain ; then may God forget me fiarever ! 
. Peter. It is but a trifling merit, to raise good fruits 
from noble germs. 

Mat. Son! what I see and hear of you, makes mc 
proud to be your mother. 
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SCENE VIL 






A crowd of people come tumiiltuously from the Palace^ 

carrying a boy^ bounai 

The People. Revenge ! bloody revenge ! 

Henry. What's that ? 

The Boy. Oh mercy! they have tied me. 1 

Count Hugo, [steps forward). Who dares to tie this 

innocent boy? 1 fiope, Count, you will not tarnish 

the first hours of your reign w ith a cruelty ? This boy is . 
tJ.l rich's son, your cousin ! 

Boy, [anxiously). Welcome, cousin! • 

Hugo. His father has murdered yours. But the son U 
not to expiate the father's crimes. 

Boy. Kill me not ! I will love you. 

Matilda: Is he of that race ? ^hah! how the sight of 

•%im recalls all the terrors of past times ! how it opens the 
graves that are overgrown with grass, how murdered 
corpses begin again to bleed ! — Away with him from my 
sight, lest grief might tempt me to unnoble revenge. 

Boy. [To Hugo^j What is she angry at ? 

Mat. \_Looking wildly at the ioy.j This pious hypocri- 
tical look you inherited from your father ; this deceitful 
smile you stole from your mother. 

Boy, Father and mother are dead. 

Henry. Who could hate this fine boy ? untie him. 

Boy. I thank you, it was so painful. 
.*^ Alat. Be ct^reful, son ! do not nourish a serpent in 

^ your bosom. 
I Boy. I am a good boy. 

Mat. Your brothers blood calls for revenge ! 

Henry. Revenge for the living ! Tears for the dead. 

If blood could open their graves, mine should flow. 

Come here to me, my boy ! what's your name ? 

Boy. My name is Guido. 

Henry. Will you be my i3rother ? 

Boy. Willingly. . What's your name, then ? 

Henry. Henry. 

Boy. Then you are my brother Henry ? 
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Henry, Yes, I promise it to you in the face of God and 
my people ! 

Peter, Right, my son ! 

Mat. May you never repent it ! 

Boy. \To Matilda.'^ Be no more angry^ 'I am afraid 
of you. 

Mat. Leave me ! time only can reconcile me to your 
sight. 

Boy. Tell me, brother Henry, what have I done to her ? 

Henry. Be always good, and you will win her heart. 

Boy. Yes, Til be always good. (He draws him aside.) 
What do you think, shall I give her this rosary ? 

Henry. My brave boy! " \He lifts him up and presses 
kirn to his heart."] ; 

[The^ People give signs of their emotions.] 

Peter. Henry, I am contented with you ; you have 
learnt to govern yourself ; now, and not till now, you de- 
serve te govern men. 

Henry. Not yet^ father ; I have done but what my heart 
commanded. 

Hu^o. [^PTho during this was in conversation with some 
old citizens^ goes to Henry. 1 Noble Count, the citizens 
of Aries are desirous to welcome you according to old 
custom. They are going to bring you presents, as many 
centuries ago the most respectable of the citizens brought 
to their first good prince. 

Henry. Their approbation, their tears, were they not 
the most exquisite presents ? 

Peter, [in a low voice.] Never deny your people, what 
may give them pleasure. 

Henry. Go children, and do, what can give you plea- 
sure. 

The Peop. Away, to the town-house ! the present? ! the 
old custom ! ("The people all run out. J 

Hugo. [Conducts the boy to the palace.] 
Boy. \ Turns his head.] Are you coming with us, 
brother Henry ? 

Henry. I shall soon follow you, my dear boy. 
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SCENE VIII. 

' ■ I 'I II 

Henry, Peter and Matilda. 

Matilda, f Standing with folded hands in deep medita" 
iion,) 

Henry. (^Approaching her.) What makes my good mo- 
ther so thoughtful ? 

Mat. {Recollecting herself.) I ? — Nothing ! — ^-All my 

•senses are chained by the lovely dream. 1 could riot 

pray even unless our Maker would accept these tears 

as an offering of thanks ! 1 am not ill, yet so faint— so 

fatigued — 

Henry. Permit me to conduct you to your former re* 
sidence. 

Mat. Not there I my son !♦ not yet !— From those gates 
the murderers have drawn your mother by her hair. 

Henry. Do not dra^ the past, from its obscurity. 

Mat. Do you see that open window ? • — An ! there 

in yonder hall ! 

Peter. There, Countess, you were betrothed to the 
noble Albrecht. 

Mat. There have I seen my children's blood foaoiing 
against the walls 1 

Henry. I entreat you, mother a veil over those 

images. 

Mat. No, not there ! — Leave me .my son !-- — Even 

pleasure wants respite. Allow me to take breath ! t-p- 

(She sinks upon a bench at the gates of the palace. J 

Henry, fis going to follow her.) 

P-eter. Stay, my son. There are moments, in which 
even love becomes oppressive. Let me ask you : how 
do you feel ? 

Henry. Well, my father. 

Peter. To have the people's happiness at ones heart, is 
great and noble ! Is it not my son ? 

Henry. The heart of man is too narrow for such a 
sensation. 

Peter. It is that narrowness of heart, that makes a man 
think himself of superior quality to whom millions look 
up. 
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Henry, It is the gratitude of millions only that tan 
justify such a thought. 

Peter. I told you, you would fofget yoyr youthful 
whims. Have I been in the right ? 
Henry. No, my father, you have been a bad prophet. 

Peter. How ?— Still the same 

Henry, Now and ever ! now more than ever ! The 
youthful dream' has been realized by a miracle. My 
hopes were foolish ; heaven has taken pity of my folly ! 
I wear to day another coat, my heart beats under it the 
same as before ; you call me Count of Burgundy, and I 
feel still that I am poor Henry. 

Peter. [Warning) Youth! 
, Henry. Is the sweet feeling, to render men happy, in- 
divissible ? Docs it not gain higher attraction, by sharing 
it ? Dare a Prince not, to be a father ? Must he not be a 
father f to learn in a small circle what he is to execute in 
a great one ? . • 

. Peter. H^ dares and must. 

Henry. A prince, who is husband and . fathef — was not 
this your own remark of yesterday ? — has a tender feeling 
for the welfare of his subjects; he will hot tear from a 
wife her husband, nor deprive a mother of her son, to 
carry him into war, which is perhaps excited by whim or 
ambition. But a prince who invites peace with forbear- 
ance, will be presented by his priircess with a garland, to 
ornament the welcome guest. 

Peter. Right, my son ! have I then desired of you, to 
remain unmarried ? 

Henry. Then let us send messengers to Hallwyl, 

Peter. Why to Hallwyl ! 

Henry. I have given my word : Elsbeth or none ! 

Peter. What Henry promised—-' 

Henry. Count of Burgundy will perform ! 

Peter. It becomes you not. 

Henry. It becomes me not a wicked word ! Bad 

actions are as unbecoming the prince as the beggar. But 
to crown beauty and virtue, methinks is princeiy. 

Peter. Yx)uth I You have till now seen but few dam- 
sels, and love in Elsbeth, but the sex. \ 

Henry, .Well, then invite to court all the daughters of 
the country ; I will look at them all as at a bed oi tlowers : 
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here a beautiful tulip ; there an odoriferous violet r here 
an innocent lilly ; there a scented pink— —Oh! 
they are all nothing in comparison to tne queen of flow- 
ers; the glowing rose. 

Peter, [Smiling,] Indeed, Henry, you have a turn for 
poetry. But learn first your people's wish, your mother** 
council; follow the one, and obey the other. 

Henry, (At Matilda s feet.) Do not deny my firjst re« 
quest ! 

Mat. Rise, my son, what is your wish ? 

Henry. You bestowed your blessing on your son — ah ! 
you have a daughter' too. 

Mat. A daughter ? 

H^nry. In the Swiss mountains there dwells a valiant 
knight, his family is noble and renowned^ but the most 

noble of her sex is Elsbeth of Hallwyl my beloved 

— : — let me add : my wife ! 

Mat. Do I hear right? you are married ? 

Henry. Not without your blessing. Speak a friendly- 
word, and I fly to the arms of my graceful bride. 

Mat. Rise>. my son. What answer can I give you ? 
you are of age. 

Pete^r^^ My Henry knows that a son in his mother's 
prese]iM|LAever is o^age. 

//if^BpJS- know it, and wait my judgment. 

Mat. A Baroness Hallwyl you mentioned? 

Henry. This name comprises all that is good and beau- 
tiful ! 

Mat, You know her, Bonstetten ? 

Peter. I know her. She wants nothing but equal birth. 

Henry, A nobler creature was never born. 

Mat. Count of Burgundy ! the hearts of princes are 
subject to the people, 

Henry. To choose another consort, were depriving my 
people of a mother. 

Mat. You must support your throne by brilliant allian- 
ces. 

Henry. Even without splendor, virtue is a powerful 
support. t 

Mat. The rich heiress of Savoy- 
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Henry. Do not finish the sentence, mother- 
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Mai, She would bring you a principality as a dowry. 

Jienry. Without Elsbeth, I will even renounce what I 
possess already. ' 

Mat. She is handsome and good. 

Henry. {Pointing to his heart.) Here is no space left 
for any other beauty. 

Mat. Examine first your heart. 

Henry. A heart that remained firm in the intoxication 
of fortune, wants no other proof. 

Mat. Wait a year at least. 

Henry. I dare not delay, another sues forherpossession« 
Ah ! if it already was too late ! 

Mat. You destroy my dearest wishes, deprive rac of 
high views. 

Henry. A purple coat* is not the garment of domestic 
happiness ; a heart without love remains cold even under 
a furr coat. 

Mat. Knight of Bonstetten, tell me in sincerity, what 
you think of it ? 

Piter. Shall I speak as a man or as a courtier ? 

Henry. (Rises hastily. J Speak as a father. 

Peter. Weil then ! I have seen these young plants en- 
twine their roots I am not able to separate them. 

Henry. Thanks ! thanks ! for this paternal word. — Oh ! 
my mother ! what means your serious silence ? 

'Mat. (After a pause.) Indeed, eighteen years of soli^ 
tude have taught me to distinguish truth. I know the tears 
of anxiety and love. — Ah ! I know them ! — You have sub- 
dued my pride, go and obey the wishes of your heart ! 
- Henry. [In extacy^ embraces alternately Peter and his 
mother,) Father ! — Mother ! 



SCENE IX. 



Enter, Count Hugo. 

Henry. (Going towards him.) It*s well you come, 

dear Count ; you have gained my confidence ■ 

* 

^ A dreit wore by the European princes when sitting in state. 
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Hugo. Too soon, my noble young master !• <!onfidence 
is not apiece of coin, to put upon the hazard of a die ; 
we must not gain^ but deserve it. 

Henry, The opportunity is at hand. I employ you as 
my suitor. 

Hugo, For your future spouse ? 

Henry, {jokingly.) Count Hugo, you are a Courtier. 
If I am to confide in you, I must travel with you myself. 

I myself! excellent !-—^a numerous suite accompa^ 

nies the ambassador of Burgundy, myself amongst them 
as a page ; hide myseli behind his attendants ; to be wit- 
ness ot E'sbeth's charming bashfulness ; hear her re^.. 

fuse the Count of Burgundy for Henry's sake ! hear how 
the prince in vain endeavours to dispossess the poor her- 
mit's son from her heart, — All this I shall see and hear, 
run to her arms and with a kiss snatch the approach- 
ing terror from her lips ! happy Henry ! you will ra- 
diate above all the sons of princes 1 for, which oi them 
can say : The girl loved me^ and not my purple ! 

Hugo,. Still 1 am at a los s 

Htnry, You shall know all — and when shall we set off? 
— to-morrow c^rly — no, the days are hot — in -the cool of 
the evening — or at this moment — the sun is setting. 

Feter. (smiling,) Henry, it is yet but noon. Devote 
this day at least to your people. 

Henry, The most solemn day for them is yet to come ! 
that day when I with Elsbeth at my side will enter the- 
gates of Aries, when old and young stare at. us with 
admiration ; when the children will smilingly siretch out, 
their little hands, while they fancy they behold an angel ; 
and old men with emotion exclaim : Now we may die 

contented O mother ! mother ! (He throws himself 

into Matilda's arms.) 
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SCENE X. 

A solemn march. Beys and girls dressed in white, lead in the midxt 
of them^ a lamh^ ornamented with ribbons, 1 hey are followed l/y 
youths and young girls, with garlands, S<yme old men close the 
procession, one of whom carries a golden cupflUd with pieces of 
gold. The procession ranges itself on both sides. The music is 
silent, T/ie old man with the cup advances, and addresses 
Henry. 

Old Man. My hands tremble; but of pleasure; my 

eyes are wet; but with tear§ of joy! — Accept, noble 

Count, according to immemorial custom, ^the trifling pre- 

ficnts of our city, It is an old custom. 1 beg you to 

' consider : that love to our princes is also an old custom. 

Henry y (taking the cup). Your love is my paternal in- 
heritance. What I have not to acquire, I shall at least 
know how to preserve. 

A young Damsel, (approaches him iind puts a myr^ 
tie garland on his headj. Father of our country^ give \ii 
soon a mother. 

Henry, I thank you, my child. Before these myrtles 
decay, your wishes shall be fulfilled. 

A little Girl, (leading the lamb to him). Noble Count, 
take this Iamb, the emblem of our innocence. It can yet 
but leap and play ; but under your care it will grow, and 
give milk and wool. 

Henry, (gives the lamb to apage^^embrvces the little 
girl, and throws the piecey of gold into her apron). Tate 
this, and carry it to your parents. 

Little Girl, I am an orphan. 

Henry, (throwing her 'into Matilda^ s arms). Then I 
give you a mother ! — attendants give me some wine! the 
cup IS empty ! the presents of my people, are flown back 
to them. Your love is the only present I preserve in my 
bosom ; you have exchanged your hearts for mine. [A 
page has meanwhile Jilled the cup.) Long live my peo- 
ple! (He drinks.) 

The old man, [drying his eyes) Blessing on our fine 
young lord ! 

All, Prosperity! and blessing! (the curtain- drops.) 

END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT IV. 

An A-pailment ia'the Castle of Hallwyl. 

SCENE I. 

Elsbeth— -^/^w^. ^She is spining. Beside her hangs 

a cage with a bird in it* J 
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.RE you tired at last with singing, little warbler ? 
What makes you pick so much at the wire ? you want to 
get out ? Will you desert me too, you only crea- 
ture, to whom I may complain of what oppresses me ! 

Tarry only, till Henry returns Oh 1 he'll come 

for certain ! CShe spins, and tries to sing) God 

kpo\«s, why I cannot sing ; my throat is not 

sore, but strangled. Formerly when I was leaping v. 

down the mountain^ I sang louder than you, dear Lin- 
net ! that Henry might know me at a distance. Now 
every thing is so silent about me, that I can hear the 

moving of the time-piece at the wall. It perhaps 

points to my last hour ! Well then ! If Henry 

not returns [she spins and weeps.) Of this flax 

they shall weave my shroud ; it is wetted with my 
tears ! 



SCENE IL 

Mother Gertraud, with a large bunch of powers. 

Gertr, Be joyful, Miss ! all troubles are at an end. 

E/sb, [Jumping up) Is Henry here ? 

Gertr. What I Henry ! he may go on a pilgrimage t» 
Palestine, and fetch a splinter of the holy cross, a good 
remedy for the toothach. No, quite different things are 
now in question! Behold this beautiful nosegay, varie- 
gated like a wood-pecker, odorifarous like Indian spice. 
Whom do you think I got it of. 

£isb. Its indifferent to me. 
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Gtrtr. Do but see, and smell. 

Elsh. My rose is finer and smells more delicious, 

Gertf. Tl>e withered rose ? hah ! hah ! hah ! you 
have not taken it from your bosom these ten days. 

Elsb. But I plucked it from the bush which Henry 
planted. 

Gertr, And what of that ? you will soon sing another 
fong. Hurrah f Miss, your bridegroom is arrived. 

Elsb» No, no, he does not come so soon. 

Gertr, He is even now in the armory, in conversation 
with your father. He sent me, meanwhile, with this 

nosegay. give my love, he said, to the noble young 

lady, my charming oride. Aijd then he slipped a piece 

of gold into my hand, the dear gentleman ! Your 

father sends you wofd to dress yourself in your best 
clothes. 

Ehb. My good mother, plague me not. 

Gertr. Plague you, indeed ! poor child, ha ! ha ! ha ! 
•he is ashamed. 

Elsb, Is the knight here indeed ? 

G^rtr, Indeed he is ; why should I cause you useless 

Elsb, And is come, to take me for a wife ? 

Gertr. What else for then ? v. 

Eisb. No ! never ! fShe leans aminse an open window 
$,nd looks sorrowfully through it,) 

Gertr, I don't know what to think of you. I am afraid 
the old witch down in the village has played her tricks 
with you. That wicked hag does great mischief among 
men and cattle. The magistrates should be more vigilant. 
Is it hot a pity, how the poor child pines away. Her 
clothes become too wide. She used to hop along upon 
one leg, but now she can scarcely crawl upon two. For- 
merly she laughed at every thing ; now she weeps for no- 
thing.' But patience, she will laugh enough, when she 
sees this fine knight. He is grown thick and fat ; a dark 
cojr.plexion, black wiskers, a fine dress, and feathers in 
his hat. Ail is alive below in the castle yard; tjiere are 
, pages and chamber maids, horses and mules, chests axid 
trunks without number. Ah ! what fine things and bridal 
tiirnamt^nts' must they contain. My mouth waters 8it the 

I 
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thought of it ! Heaven has at last granted my 

prayers, I shall live to conduct my sweet young lady to 

, her bridal chamber, and put on her nightcap. JBut, 

you hear me not, what a!re you staring at through this 
window ? 

Elsh. Do you see, dear Gertraud, Henry's kut below 
in the valley ? — Alas, it is empty ! 

Certr. What do you care about the old rotten hut^ 
think rather of Walter's stately castle. 

Elsb* A hut with Henry ! Ah ! but a hut with 

Henry i ^ 

Gertr. Pshaw ! dear child, better is better ! Lovctf easi- 
est, death, ir the death of hunger. ■ But, what^^e 
you about ? the bird will fly out. 

Elsb, So he shall. (She opened the cage. J Go and 
«eek thy mate, 

Gertr. Strange girl ! She has fed and nursed that little 
bird with the greatest care-— -and now the whim takes her 
— hush ! they are coming. 

Elsb. In the name of God ! (Runs away.) 

Gertr. Where, where are you going to ? Yet, she 

is in the right ! she has to put on her Sunday clothes. 
Bertha shall cur) her hair. A gown with a lone sweeping 

train — 9 hoop petticoat — a gold chain and then no 

meat for Henry, though he were Emperor Henry ^ the bird 
catcher. {She waddles off^) 



5CENE HI. 

CuNO and Walter (?/Blonay. {Conversing.) 

Walter. I£ I only do not appear too old to the beautiful 
Elsbeth. 

Cuno. Too old ? how mean you that ? 

Walt. I am passed the years, in which men sing love- 
songs to women, and dress themselves in their colours. 

Cuno. My Elsbeth has no colours. A blank shield 
without device. ; 

Walt. I was but a youth, when by my bravery in bat- 
tle, I acquired the crowned Lyon for my device. Many 
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a fine damsel would then have rejoiced, if I had exchang- 
ed the lion, crown and all, for a heart pierced by darts^. 
But now = 

Cuno. Well ? now ? Are you not still a manly, active 
knights 

fValt, I don't know. My journey to the holy Sepul- 
chre has hurt my coi^stitution, the Egyptian sun has 
brought wrinkles to my face. The Saracenes have lamed 
my arm, and the cut I received on my head has made me 
bald-headed. 

Cuno. All evidences of your valor, the finest ornaments 
•f kniffhthoo4 ! 

Wali^ Ma/be to a father! but the daughter is no 
Amazon. 

Cuno. B« unconcerned. Wait here a little, I'll send 
Elsbeth to you, and then in God's name divulge to her 
the matter yourself. (Exit.) 

WaiU (Alone.) It must be true, what has been said by 
the old poets ; that valor becomes speechless before beau- 

X. It is easier to attack a horde . of Arabs than to ad. 
ess a fine damsel. — But here she comes — what shall I 

say to her ? Before! sat out for the holy Sepulchre 

the little thing played with the plume in my helmet — and 
now — she plays with my heart — casts it away perhaps, 

like broken toys. Good Cuno ! a smooth chin is more 

agreeable to women than a bald liead. If an arm is too 
weak to throw it around a neck, they care but little whe- 
ther it has been lamed by the cut of a Saracene Wal- 
ter ! Walter I be on your guard ! you have escaped thfe 
fetters of the infidels ; if you fall into the snares of love, 
the absolution will avail you nothing, which you have so 
dearly purchased. 



S CENE IV . 

Enter Elsbeth. 

Elsbeth. [With embarrassment.) Good day to youf, 
valiant knight ! My father sent me here. 
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Walter. And without your father*s cofnmand yo« 
.would not have come to meet me ? 

Elsb. Why not ? you are an old friend of our house. 

WaUr, An old friend is often more welcome than -a 
new lover ? , 

Elsby fat a loss what to say). You must know that bet- 
ter than I. 

Walter. So, so, Do you know^ my charming girl, 

that you are grown- half a bead talleri since I saw yon 
last? 

Elsb. And you are grown pldcr, Knight. 

Walter, (aside J. So, so, that sounds edifying, bow shaH 
I take up the thread of conversation ? — —flowi) Yes, 
yes, time will even make an armour moulder. It is\to 
me as if your charming cheerfulness had remained stick- 
ing in your children's shoes ? 

ElsD. Ah ! I \vas so happy in my childhood ! 

Walter. Will your future life be less so ? 
Elsb. An old gipsy has foretold me nsany fine things, 
but I am aJFrald slue has told me lies . 

Walter. So, so Tell me what the old one has pro- 
phesied to you ? ' 

Elsb. She looked at my hand, love and pleasure, she 
said, every where, and the long line signifies : to the 
highest age. 

Walt. Now, the love is found already. 

Elsb. Yes, but the pleasure 

Walt. Is Love's slave, and serves him willingly. You 
know, charming miss, why I am here ? 

Elsb. My famer told it me. 

Walt. I wish your heart had told it you. 

Elsb. My father wishes that too. 

Walt. I am, 'tis true, forty already ; I cannot gain 
your heart by youthful attraction ; my love is not of glow- 
ing coals, but constant warmth; not of tinsel, but of 
stuff, woven with integrity and faith. I rave no more, 
know nothing of whim and humour, am to-morrow, like 
to-day, honest, without varnish. I cannot say more. 
Now tell me, what you think. 

Elsb. You are an honest man, I cannot deceive you. 

Walt. Your pious eye speaks plain. You would not 
even deceive a rogue. 
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Eisb. If you value your happiness and mine, do not 
take me for your wife. 
I fVait. Take? f y ! yotishall give yourself to me. 

Elsi. That I cannot. 

Jf^alt. (Aside.) I thought so ! 

Elsb. My father will compel me. 

fVaii, He shall not. 

Eisb. Pardon me ! 

Walt. What have I done to Incur your hatred ? 

Elsb. I hate no one, and you least ; I love all mankinil, 
and you before many. 

Walt. And yet 

Miin I will ffo into a convent. * - 

ivalt. Don't da that ; for as little as I may be worth, 
in mv castle is yet better living than in a convent 

Elsb. A vow binds me. 

fFalt. To whom have you vowed; 

£/sk To the holy Agatha. 

Walt. -Look at me : Is that true ? 
» E/st. [Urlable to lie) No, rt is njpt true. 
- -HCaltM A vow may bind you, butnot to the holy Aga^^ 
tha. Am I right. Miss ? '"^ 

Elsb, I entreat your compassion. 

Walt. 1 don't know which of. us is most in want of 
compassion. I would rather let you go to our Savior, 

than to a youth deserving, of my envy. — :- With mc 

it is all over ! Farewel, my sweet dream ! instead ot a 
lovely wife, nobody will be about me but the castlo 
priest ; instead of the merry noise of my boys and girls, 
the hounds will howl in their kennel'; good night, Wal* 
ter ? if you had not been so toolishas to go in your youth- 
ful day^ on .a pilgrimage to the holy sepulchre, you might 
have found a damsel, who one time would have strewed 
your grave with flowers. You have iiiet with your 
desert ! why did you go in quest of happiness to Pales- 
tine? h dwells in every place where there is love ! 
Elsb. Good man ! I wish to see you happy. 
Walt. Yes, if it can be done without you, is it not so ? 
Elsb. I hear my father ; ah I he will be angry. 
' Walt, Had I but a child ! even though it gave mc came 
-of anger. 
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SCENE V. 

Enter CuNO. — The Form£R. 

Cuno. {In good spirits) Now? have you sailed mat- 
Icrs ? 

fValt. Completely. 

tuno. Has the girl been bashful. 

fFait, Not at all. 

Cuno. That's well, Elsbeth. How do you like him. 

Elsi. Very well. 

Cuno. Are you contented ? 

£isi. If you are so. , i^ 

Cuno.. Yes, yes, dear girl ! I am as much rejoiced as if 
I had to go to my own wedding. 

fValt, So you must. ' 

^ Cuno, I ? 

JValt, If you want to celebrate a wedding in this house. 

Cuno. How mean you that ? 1 guess you intend 

at your own castle ? 1 shall not suffer that I I am 

not rich, but to my Elsbeth'sday of honor I give my last 
ounce of silver. 

JValt, You are mistaken. 

Cuno. Wherein ? 

U^alt. She will not have me. 

Cuno, What ! do you make jest of me ? 

JValt. Far from it. 

Cuno. Did you not say just now that all wa$ settledL? 

Walt. That we shan't marry, is settled. 

Cuno. That she without bashfulness— — — - 

Wait. Has told me, that she could not love me. 

Cuno, And you you cast downyoiir eyes ? 

• Eis6. My father 

Cuno. *Is it true ? 

Eisb. Do not be angry ! 

Cuno, Naughty child ! will there be every day suc^ 
suitors? you are a poor girl, your smooth face is but a 
sltnder dowry. You also know that I cannot, lead you, 
dressed in silk and velvet, from one carousal to another, 
there to be stared and eyed at. You bloom here in pb- 
scurity ; no one sees you, no one knows you ; the num- 
,ber of my friends is but small, for at my house there are 
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110 festivals. You ought to thank your patron saint for 
having sent to you un upright man, who does not despise 
our poverty. 

Walt. No persuasion, knight. I love to see the hops 
voluntarily encircle the elm ; but I do not like to see 
them tied to it. 

Cuno, Pooh ! Pooh ! a little constraint, and It soon be- 
comes natural. ; Elsbeth! prepare yourself: Oh 

All Saint* s Day your wedding with this worthy man, will 
take place. 

Eisb. Father, I cannot ! Let me retire into a convent. 

Cuno. Into a convent ? Arc you serious ? 

Elsb. Yes, father, the sooner ! the better ! there Pll 
pray for you. 

Cuno. What will your prayers avail me ? Those who 

do not act piously, pray. 1 am old and weak, have 

no other support, and no other pleasure, but you and 

me you will desert ?^ As I stood weeping at your 

mother's death bed ; and with groans exclaimed : Who 
will now nurse nu in my old age ! the angel once more 
opened her eyes, smilingly pointed to you -and expi- 
red. 

Elsb. (Falls. weeping upon his neck.) Ah! my father! 

Cuno» I trusted to the promise of a dying wile. With 
consolatipn, I saw you grow up. Feeling my strength 
decline, I always said within myself, she will nurse me, 
she and my grand children ; when attacked by the gout 
or lamed oy the rheumatism^ zxidiUXiM^ lo lift the spoon 
to my mouthy then she will feed me^ she and my grand 
children. 

Elsb. [Anxiously embracing him,) Father ! dear fa- 
ther ! , : * . 

Cuno. When, on account of my iIdclit)|M%o my liege 
Lord, the Countof Grey erz, the Emperor (iroscrilied me ; 




and if she finds a good and rich husband, I will live with 

her, she will not let me suffer in my old ace. — = Alas ! 

poor old man ! she goes to a convent and prays, to the 
saints to help her father, whom she does not like to assist 
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lierself. Go ! go ! mother Gertraud will close my djr 

ing eyes, file zoeepsj i 

Elsb. f Agitated.) Father ! you weep ? [Turning 
hastily to Walter.) Knight, Til he your wife ! 

Wait. I ought not to take advantage of this eraotiorf ; 

yet the sensibility, that leads you to my arms, is so pioHS 

|ind noble, that I draw from it sweet hope^ for ray future 

/tappiness. If such the daughter — how precious must be 

the wifei 

CvHO» [Embracing her.) She is my daughter!--'''-^ 
mother's blessing and a father's thanks will accompany her 
to her new afeode. When God intends to reward good 
children, he makes them benefactors to tlieir parent^ ! 

Elsb, May your tears and the last smile ot my mother 
always be before my eyes. 

Walt. [Taking a ring from his Jinger.) May I offer this 
ring to my graceful bride. 

Cuno, Give it- me, my son. (He takes the ring, puis 
it ^n Elsbetk's trembling Jinger^ and joins their hands J 
God bless you, and may your descendants flourish to the 
latest posterity ! 

Elsb. (Trembling.) 

Cuno. What ails you ? Gertraud ! Gertraud ! 

Elsb. Don't call have patience with mc it will 

soon be over 

Cuno. Recover yourself retire to your chamber-^ 

(The sound of a trumpet behind the scene.) 

Cuno. Hall ! the watchman on the steeple sounds the 
horn. We shall have guests at the wedding feast. 

Elsh. Not to-day, my father — only not to-day .t— I am 
rot able to receive your guests kindly. 

Walt. Be tranquil, my lovely bride. You shall suffer 
no constitftfet. * , 

EAsb. 1 am not well indeed I am not ! but I 

shall soon be better. (She reels azoay^ raises her eyes and 
hands toioards heaven^ and mutters to herself :) Ah, 
Henry ! [Exit.) 

Walt. [Looks thoughtfully after her, and shakes his 
head.) 1 cannot rejoice in my good fortune. 

CiriiO. Content yourself, and give the bride time only, 
to drop the character of the maiden. - v * 



x" 



I 

COUNT OF kORGUNDT. iSj 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Attendant. 

Attendant. An amba-sador of the Count of Burgundy 
Ixalts at the bridge, and desires to speak to you. 

Cuno. From the Count of Burgundy ? what has he 16 
io with me ? he has lost his way perhaps ? 

Attend. He enquired for Knight Cuno of Hallwyl, 

Cnno. And the name of the ambassador. 

Attend. Is Count Hugo of Werdenberg. 

Cuno. Incomprehensible. Let down the drawbridge ; 
aissist him to dismount, and conduct him here. (Exit 
attendant.) They do not speak well of the Count of 
Burgundy. Is it not the same that killed his brother Al- , 
brecht ? 

Walt. It is said, that he is dead. 

Cuno. It*s all the same. Also with his son I'll have 
no concern. 

Walter. I am well acquainted with the Ambassador. In 
our youthful days we broke many a lance together. An 
embassy in which Count Hugo of Werdenberg is con- 
cerned can be for no unworthy purpose. 



SCENE VII. 

Rnter Count Hugo i with a large retinue^ among then 
Henry as a fage^ hid among the crowd. 

Biigo. Hail, noble Knight ! 

Cuno. You are welcome ! 

Hugo. I beg for a night's lodging. ^ /t 

Cuno. As good as I can give. 

Hugo. Do I see right ? U not that Walter of Blonay ? 

W^ter. 'Tis he. 

Hugo, (Shaking hands with him. J It's long lince I 
saw you. How fare you ? 

Walt.' The sun still shiftes into my garden. 

Hugo. Good luck to you. [Turning to Cuno.) Knight. 
X baveto deliver a message to you. 
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Cuno, Speak in peace.- 



Hugo, Henry, Count of Burgundy, Lord of Aries, 
greets you, and requests your daughter, the noble Baro- 
ness Elsbcthof Hallwyl, as his spouse. 

( After a pause^ during which €uno and Walter regard 
each other with astonisnmenL) 

Cuno, Kniglit, not to mistrust your words, are you not 
mistaken ? 

Hugo, Not at all. 

Cuno, Is your message indeed to Cuno of Hallwyl ? 

Hugo, To Cuno of Hallwyl. 

Cuno, To the poor Cuno, whose property the Imperial 
proscription swallowed up ? and who holds the last re- 
mains of his castles in fiet of a monk ?. 

Hugo, To the same. Count Henry, my master, de- 
sires no other dowry than your daughter's heart". 

Cuno, Strange ! by God ! very strange ! How can 
your Count have desire for a damsel, he never saw? 

Hugo, She is not strange to him, he often saw her. 

Cuno, Then he has been fluttering round her window 
with the swallows, for her foot never stepped beyond the 
limits of Hallwyl. 

Hugo, No matter, he kngws and loves her. 

Cuno, I am sorry for it. Tell your master, that I think 
myself highly honored by his offer, yet my consent to 
his request is no more in my power, for my daij[ghter is 
the bride of this worthy man. 

Hugo, You perplex me. Knight Blonay, you often 
gained of me the price of arms, yet I always remained 
your friend, but I envy you for the wreath of love. 

Walt, I have only seen the buds, perhaps the blossoms 
will prosper with you better. 

Cuno, What do you mean by that ? Do you doubt the 
honor of a knigl^ ? — : — Cuno of Hallwyl has never for- 
feited his word, and Elsbeth bears your ring upon her 
finger. 

Walt, I expected that of you, noble knight, and thank 
you for it. But here is not the question, of \m\\2X becomes 

you, or \f\\2X pleases me ? 1 give you back your word ; 

JElsbeth only can decide. 

Cuno, Gt>d knows, how I doat on the damsel ! yet were 
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shccapableof deviating on this occasion, from the con- 
duct which I demand and expect of her ; I would tear 
her from my heart ! Go, page, and call my daugh- 
ter. (A page goes off.) (To Hugo ) Knight, do not 
take it amiss, you know the laws of honor. If 1 cannot 
fulfil your wish, you are notwithstanding heartily, wel- 
come to my house. 

Hugo, I have not lost all hopes yet. 

Walt. With permission, knight, how old is your lord ? 

Hugo, Nineteen years, 

Walt, Luck to them ! Youth only plucks the roses of 
love. 

Cimo, Be resolute, they will yet blossom among your 
laurels. 



SCENE VIII. 
Enter Elsbeth. 

^ # 

Elshetk, You have sent for mc, father ? 

Cuno, Come nearer. Here is Count Hugo of* Wer- 
ileiiherg. 

Elst?, [Makes a courtesy,) 

Cuno, He solicits vour hand, in the name of his lord, 
the Count of Burgundy. 

Elsb, You jest, father. 

Hugo, It is earnest, Baroness. Permit me, to be the 
first, who pays his respects to the new Countess of Bur- 
gundyj as my future sovereign. 

Elsb. Knight, you think me to be a child. Who is 
this Count ot Burgundy ? Do I know him ? Have I ever 
beard of him ? • . 

Hugo, He loves you with warmth and honesty. 

Elsb, How can he love me? has he seen me in a 
dream ? 

Hugo, If you do not trust my words, accept these jew- 
els, as a token of their truth. Tlie Countess Matilda, his 
mother, sends them to her beloved daughter-in-law. 

Elsb, Do you delight In my perplexity ? Can W3y 
good father make jest of me ? ^ 
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Cuno* Not at all ! The proposal is serious, for witl| 
Hallwyrs daughter no one shall dare to spon. What I 
in duty had to say; I have said already ; it is your turn, 
speak, the language of your heart. 

Elsb. Ah father ! you know, my heart is attached to 

one alone t and that only one is lost to me ! Good 

Henry ! If I am not to possess you, a throne has no at. 

traction for me ! For your sake, father, I have 

given my word to this man, and I will keep it. [She offers 
Walter her handy and then turns tQ Hugo.) Knight, tell 
your master, that Elsbeth of Hallwyl is bctrothea. 

Henry, (^calling out J Do not tell him so, knight ! he 
would die with grief ! 

Elsb, ^Looking around her^ and falling into a swoon.) 
Henry. 

Cuno and Walter. (Looking at the attendants.) What 
was that ? 

Hugo. My part is done. Count Henry, you must 
?peak for yourself. 

Henry. (Throwing himself down at Elsbeth" s feet. J 
Away with the princely crown ! Here I lay it down at 
E.sbeth's feet. She loved the poor Henry, and the poor 
Henry she shall again recognize, when she opens her 
lovely eyes. 

Cuno. I feel strange ? Is not this Henry ? the old her- 
mit's son. 

Hugo. The son of Count Albrecht of Burgundy, whose 
uncle slayed his father, and eighteen years withheld -from 
him his parental inheritance. 

Elsb. (recovering) Henry is it you ? 

Henry. Remember your vow, by the holy Agatha ! 

Elsb. My Henry ! 

Henry. You have refused my mother's jewels ; behold 
the floweret lies within it which you gave mc at our part- 
ing. 

Elsb. Have I been dead ? and now awake in heaven ? 

Cuno. Miracles ! Where is brother Peter ? 

Hugo. He has methamorphosed himself into the knight 
Hans of Bonstetten. 

Elsb. (pointing to Walter) Father ! For the love of 
God ! — I cannot become this' man's wife, 

Walt. God forbid, that I should separate such a pair ! 
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I 

remain my friend, noble Miss, wear my ring as a remem- 
brance of a faithful friend. 

Henry, (rises and falls on Walter* s nick J Take all my 
treasures 1 this one only leave to me ! 

Walt, Its love that gives it you. 

CunOn It is the finger of God ! 

Henry and Elsb, (throwing themselves at Cuno^sjeet). 
Your blessing, father ! 

Cuno. [Bending over them with imotian,) Take it with 
these tears of joy ! 

The Attendants. Long live the young Countess of Bur^ 
gundy ! ! ! (The curtain drops*) 



THE END. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 

VxtDttLiCK landing with folded arms before a dofr, and look^ 

ing at the numker» 

X/H UMBER three — an ominous number — one is tempted to be« 

come a Pythagorean ^but I (hall not fiir from this place, till 

I know who lives here — a female figure, as beautiful as if 

Angelica Kaufman* had been breathing her upon canvafs—- 
wife or maiden ? -Qh^ a maiden I am fure ! at church 

file never turns her eye fromths preacher: s^nd when I meet her 
eye, her cheeks begin to glow like apple blossoms In the 

end it's all the fame— Frederick ! Frederick ! you lie {pointing 
to his heart J Here is fomething moving : May fhe be a girl ! — 
a girl unengaged and free ! 
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SCENE II. 

LiS£TT£ conus to the door and calls, 

Molkus ! 

Molk. {khtnd thefcenej Here ! 

Lif. Bring coffee ! * (goes off again, J 

Molk. Direaiy. 

Fred, A pert thing. The chambermaid I fuppofe : I muft 
throw a handful of money in her pocket, 

* An unri yalied German female painter. 
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Molk, {brings t,offu) 

Fred, Wherci art thou gmng ? 

Molk. Thfiu f ■ ' 1 have not dimk fellowlbip witb 

\ ■«. 

•' anyone. 

Frtd» Do not take it aau(s, where are jou carrying the cof- 
fee ? 

Molk, To number three* 

Fred, Who lives io number three ? 

Molk» To-day fuch a one, to-morrow aBother, as it happeni at 
inns. ' * ' 

Fred. Fool ! I will know 

Molk. Sir ! if one man knows fomething, and another tnnts 
to know ity he must pay for it. . 

Fred, Juft enough. There are three florias— — — 

Moik. Well ! a reafonable queAioa deferves an ag»fwer« In 
number three there live three ladies. 

Fred, Who are they ? what are their names ? where «re th^ 
going to? how long will they stay here ? 

Molk, I don't know : I don't know : I don't know, 

Fred. Don't you know their names ? 

Molk, Their names P yes, they are written in ihe town clerk's 
lift.* 

Fred. Wall ? 

Melk. The name of the old woman is Baronefs Bruojbach.): 

Fred. The name augurs nothing good, 

Molk, The name of the little wild girl !s Lifettc, her chamber- 
maid. 

Fred. And that round angel's head ? 

Molk, What angel's head ? 

♦ Every ftrangcr that enters the gates of any town in Germany, is 

' regiftered. 

^ ^+ Brumbach ; the firft fyllablc of this name fignifics a growling or 
pecvilh pcrfon. 
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Fred. -That Grecian girl, wiih the beautiful fwan's neck, and 
the lily bofom ? 

Molk» I do not underftand yeu. 

Fred, Blockhead, who is the third lady ? 

Molk. Blockhead ? (he looks at the money in his hand) three 
florins the blockhead may pafs, 

Fred. Well. 

Molk. The third lady is the youiig Baronefs. 

Fred. And her nanne ? 

Molk. Well, her name is undoubtedly the same as her mothers. 

Fred. Mifs Brumbach ? fy, that can't be her name. 

Molk.. Give her ianother name then. 

* Fred» So I will, by God ! i will Do you know any thing 

more ? 

Molk. Nothing more, but that the coffee is getting cold. 

fhe goes into the room,) 

Fred. Mlfi Brumback, then ?— -fy ! the name makes me 
(biver ■ but how can this beautiful girl help her hateful 
name ? is it not in my power, to-day or to-morrow, lorebaptize 
her ? — - — Baronefs Wellinghoril that founds better. If I knew 
only how to>get acquainted with her ? fhe looks through thekey^ 
hoUj I fee a green fofa, but no one fits upon it On the 

right hand a lookmg-glafs, but no one is reflefted by it - I 

m lift lurk a little— — [asfoon as he puts his eye to the key-hoU^ 
Lifette opens the door^ and almojt upfets him.) 



SCENE III. 

Frederick and Lisette* 

Lif. (furprifed) Oho ! what's that ? 

Fred. A formal fiege, my pretty girl : but you make a Tally, 
and the encmv retreats. 
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THE WILD YOUTI*. 

LiJ. Have I hurt you, Sir ? 
fnd. yes, with your black eyes, 
Xi/! May I aQc with whom you wifli to fpcak ? 
Irtd. With you, my dear girl. 
Lif. With me ? well, I am here. 
Irtd. Tell me in whofc fervicc you arc ? 
LiJ, In Lady Brumbach's. 
Irtd, Who is Lady Brii|J)acl ? 

Lif, Dear Sir, you alk m? what I can't anfwer. I am with her 
but three weeks, and of my predfceflbr I c«uld learn notching, for 
ihc otily ftald aTortnight with her. 

Irtd, And you three weeks already ? that does you credit. 
Lif. 'My patience has already become as thin as a piece of 

thread, and if it was not for the dear mifs 

Frtd. The dear mils ! true ! the deareft mifs ! 
Lift ©D you know her ? 

Frtd. I know but her, I have all my life time known nothing 
else. 

Lif Where have you feen her then ? 
Fnd. Yefterday at church, 
Lif Never before ? 

Lif {fmilivg) The acquaintance is fliort indeed* 
Fred, I am young, and the lady is young too, and in ihort, I 
am mortally in love with her. 

Lif Aye, we don't know a word of that. 
Fred. But I know It by heart. 
Lif Have you often fuch attacks ? 

Fred, I muft tell you, Lifette, that ever fince my eighth year, 
I have been conftantly in love, and I hope to be in love till my 
eightieth. 

Lif, The lad objeft of your love will be to be envied. 
Fred. The laft is your young miftrefs. I ihall eternally love her, 
Lif Eternally ? 
Fred. Not an hour Icfs, 
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LiJ. Well enough. Eternity Is si fine little thing, efpecially 
snthe moudi of a young gentleman of twenty* 

tudn Twenty-one, if you pleafe. 

Lif. Twenty-one 1 I beg your pardon fir. But may I not 
know the name of the knight errand whom my young lady has 
made her flave ? 

Fred. Baron Willinghorft, I am rich, have neither father V.or 
mother : to-morrow I ftall be of age, and can do as I pleafe i 

Uf. So, ib, if <>nly the young lady could do as (he pleaTed. 

Frtd, Think you (he would be willing ? 

LiJ. Why not ? here an old fcoldlng mother, there a yourg 
friendly gentleman, here a draught of rhubarb, there a glafirof lem- ^ 
onade 

Frtd. You enrapture me ! I rauft kifs you. 

Lif. {oppojing him) Arc you always accudomed to . kif| the 
chambermaid of your beloved, when you are enraptured ? % 

Fred, Always, always, that's my way. 

Lif. The young fparks kifs, and the old ones pay;- 

Fred, Oh ! on that fubjeft I am a Meihufalero. {ht gives her. 
apurfcfuU ofimoney) There little rogue, 

Lif. [with f ligned refilianuj No, no,— it was'nt meant fo 
—indeed you are irrefiflible, 

Frtd. Would to God your young lady was of the fame 
opinion. 

Lif, Who knows 

Frtd. Tell her that I am languifiiing like Sicgwart, and rav- 
ing likcWerter— — 

Zf/I And love like T©m Jones. 

Frtd. That I am bafhful and modcfl— — 

Lif. That you fpout fparks like a flcy-rockct. 

Fred. Which at lafl diflblve in balls of fire. 

Lif. But the balls of fire extinguifh. 

' Fred. Dear child, we muft not talk too long in fimilies- 
Let us fpeak of my gratitudci which is as eternal as my lov^ 
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THE WILD YOUTH. 

Lij. 1 am contented with four weeks. 

Fr:d, Jefl afide, you might put me in a grateful furor [ht t(ike» 
a letter Jrom his pocket, which he turns about in his hands) If, for 
mfiance, you would ' look at this letter. 

Lif> Willingly {Jhe looks at it) it's a letter witlsoutadireflion. 

Fred, It is from me, addrcffed through you to my future bride* 

Li/, A bride without a name ? I may then give it to whom 
I pleafe* 

Fred* Only not to the old lady Brumhach, keep it yourfclf 
rather. 

Lif. No my dear fir of one and twenty yean, we do not pro* 
ceed in love as a letter does by poft. 

Fred, The God of love is drawn by pigeons, and pigeons fly. 
As foon as he puts fnaib to hiy chariot Til walk flower too. 

Lif, My young lady does not know even that youexifi, and is 
to enter in correfpondence with you. That's dangeious. 

Fred, She has to read only. 

Lif, The letter is copied from your eyes, I fuppofe? 

Fred, Verbatim, 

Lif, Then I know it by heart already. « 

Fred, But an ambaflador witht>ut credentials.— 

Lif, Patience! patience! 

Fred, This word is not in my dictionary. 

Lif, Then write it in it. Keep your tender letter. I fhall 
tell her, that a handforoe youbg gentleman, with a pair of iargc 
wild eyes, has refolved to love her eternally. Not fo ? 

Fred The very thing. 

Lif, That he is a rich Baron, of age to-morrow. 

Fred, Quite right. 

Lif, And that he would marry her the day after to-morrow. 

Fred, Why not to-tnorrow evening ? ^ 

Lif If but mamma is not too fparing with her maternal blelllng, 

Fred, Chance has made me a B^ron, chance has given mc two 
lordly ellates : what can fkc hav€ againfl me ? 
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Lif. She will fay, that children muft not many. 

frtd* In a few yean (be may tell that to our children* 
-t< Lif, A mother does not like to {hare the myrtle crown with 
« her daughter. 

Frtd. What ! ii the old one going to marry a fccond time ? 

kif* A third time* 

Fred. Brav6. 

Lif. Her firft hiiband (he plagued to death, the fecond b run 
«way, but thp fhird ihe'il lock up naore carefully. 

Fred. Indeo} ? y«t (he carries her young daughter ahout With 
her ? (he wants to Cell cucumbers and has melons in herbalket. 

Ly. We imagine the melons are not yet ripe, we call roifs 

Nannette only the little girl, the child. 

Frtd. Mi& Nannette ? is her name Nannette ? 
Lif. Yes. 

Frtd. A lovely name. I am enraptured at the wtvy name ! I 

muft kifs you. 

Lif. Again? • v 

Fred. If your young lady has half a doaea fuch pretty names, 
I kifs you fi^imes more. 

Lif. Be quiet, fir ! if we Ihould be overheard, they will think 
you are in love with me. 

Fred. Why not ? I am in love with yQU» I have been tt 
one time, in love with eight girts 

Idf. A pretty recommendation I 

Fred. I was but young then. 

Lsf. To be fure, conflancy comes but wkh age. 

Frgd. But if you think a divided heart burns weaker, the .fir© 
•f my kilfes (hall prove to you > ■ ' 

Lif. {oppofing Mm) .Baron I Baron I 

Fe&x. (ftanding at the door) Frederick ! JPrcdcrick I 

Lif. (jsrpams and runfojf^j 
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• SCENE IV. 'I 
# 

•i. - . . • 

F I L I X fin his night-gown) Frederick. "t* 

Fred. Are you got up already, dear Mr. FcKs* 

Felix, i might aik you (hat. You are aiwayi aileep {^e 
hours longer than I. 

Fred, Ah ! love rohs roe of fleep. , * - 

Fel. Again ? three miles from here it was the fame cafis, ' 

Fred. Three miles ? jufi three ? that's ominoiis. 

Fel. Howfo? 

Fred, Look at number thrfc at the door there* 

Fel. Well. 

F^ed. There lives m)p beloved* 

Fel, What ! (he who jufi now went away ? 

Fred. That's the chambermaid only. A fiar of the Cxth rank 
to the fun. 

Fel, I am ufcd to your funs and angels. 

Fred. Dear Mr. Felix, if Mahomet could put the «ioon in hit 
fleeves, I (hall be able to marry the fun. 

FeL You will burn your wings. 

Fred, You jell, but I am perfe£lly in eamefi* 

Fel. God ferbid. 

Fred, Why ? 

FeL Becaufe we find of twenty linarriages fcarcefy one that's 
tolerable, and of an hundred but one that is happy. 

Fred. You are a woman hater. 

Fel. A burnt child dreads the fire, but a youth will throw him* 
fel f into the flames. 

Fred, What a fweetnefs there is in burning. 

FeL I'know it, and have paid dear enough f8r my experience* 

Fred. Only think, her name is Nannette. 

Fel, And if h«r Dame was Angciica ■ a name docs not 

' make an angel. 
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trei* She ii fcarcely fixtcen. 

feL The longer llie nvlll torment you« 

JV^^. Slie is beautiful like a rofe. 



fel. The more admiren will furround her. 

Fred. She is mild like a pigeon. 

/*«/. Women are all fo, but out of he houfe only. 

Fred, Well then we ride out all day. 

Fel. My young friend, you make a jell of the moft feriousoc^ 
eurrence of your life. 

Fred. Jiift the contrary ; I think it tq be the moft pleafant. To 
loveahcauiiful girl, to be beloved [by her, to marry her ; what 
more pleafant can there be ? 

Fel. It's enough that I know you, and that I know how quick 
your fparks extinguiOi. 

Fred. Becaiiie they were fparks : but now it is a Trojan fire. 

Fel. Dear Fred'enck, leave off thefe romances. You know 
ihe world, you have at my fide travelled through all Europe, and 
have seen fomething more than inns. 

Fred* Yes, dear Mr. Felix, I have to thank you for my know- 
ledge of man. 

FeL You know men, and don't know yourfelf. 

Fred, The feven fages of Greece were not a breadth of hair 
the better off. 

FeL And If you have poflefled your Nannette a twelve- 
nonxh 

Fred* "^Then I have pafTed three hundred and fixty-five bap- 
py days. 

FeL And in the fecond year— — - • 

Fred. A day ipore, if it is a leap-year. 
^FeL May my own terrible example ferve you as 9 warning. 
I was alfo married, and zmperhaps ftill. 

Fred. Perhaps T There is not muah of .tender^efs in 
this perhaps ? 

FtL I played a romance with my wife. I ;'gazed with her at 
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the moon, inflead of laokinj into licrhctit ; tiia it tlic fun- 
(hinc'of rcafon 1 found that I was moR cgfcgioufly miflaken. 
Fred. Then you opened your ZenopW, and read the life rf 

Socrates. 

Fd. My Xantlppedaily oBcrednictbccupofJwifon, Va- 

uity, ofeftinacy, and the damnable fea ndal u laft diove me out of 

my houfe into the wide world;. 

FretU You left her then. 

Fd. It was wrong. 1 confcfi to yon my weatncflcs, io pre- 
vent yon from falling into the fame. I left her all my properly, 
and my daughter ; took nothirtg with me^ but the little kiiow* 
kdge I have acquired. 

Fred. Particularly knowledge of women* 

Fd, My adopted name Felix proteded ine ft-om all en^iry^ 
. and fo I came to your fa therms lioufe, when you were but an infant* 

Fred. Poor man ! why have' you not called yourfelf /»/<;/zj; f 

Fd. Your father's ffiend(hip» your genius, and the goodnefs of 
your heart, have thefe twelve years eafed my grie^ 

Fred, My father died and left to me the dutj of iademnifj* 
ing you for his friendfliip. 

Fd. You can do it if you pleafei 

Fred. We mull always remain together* 

Fd, If my age will not be tioublefome to you* ^, 

Fred. I could never be quite happy without your ctefnpany. 

FeL I love you as my fon, and waf^ you as my iilB* Your 
father's la(l words found Aill in my ears« . ^^ 

Fred, Follow this, man, he faid to me, and my blefGtig will be 
upon you. 

FeL You will be of age to-morrow, and I have ne more com- 
mand over you. You are maflerof your fortune and your perfon* 
A friend dare only requeft and cai>tion. 4 

Fred. A friend ? you make me proud of this title-— but my 
dear Mr. Felix! whyfhould I be unhappy in my 'marriage bd^ 
caufc you was fo in yours ? 
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T(L I ^oii^l ny fo* Many a one im driwn the liighcA ^nse ; 
but let that romantic fire once bevanifhed. 

Frtd. That may laft long. I have lately been at the theatre, 
when Iflah<1's Bachelor was performed, and peor Relnaold moYe4 
ne lo that I rcTolved at once to ibarry. 

FtL You are much ioo young. 

Jr^i. ' Youth can be contented ^afier. 

"SfL And eafier be fatisfied. 
Irtd. Whoever choofes forty years, docs not always 
choofe well. ' 

Id, Vou do not know the objcft of your love. You have 
feen a book in Englifli binding, and do not know its contents* 

Frtd, Should God have given to a bad book fo fine a binding F 

ItL An hour i:^f refle£lion i; better thaaa year bf repentance. 

Frtd, Right, dear Mr. Felix, I will put Naimeifee to Hift proof 
with all the caution of a lover. \ ^ 

Fel. f/mHngJ That's all, to'be fdrc, that a lover can promife. 

^rtd. In the (ii-ft place, I have Wrote her this letrer, in which 
I teliher I adore her. 

FtL The beft manner tb acquire knowledge of her. 

Frtd, If I but knew hpw to get the letter into her hands. 

FtL In time we gather rofet. 

Frtd, -But when the rofes are once in bloflbm there is no time 
to be loft. 

FtL^You have called me your friend. Well, make ufe of 
my eyes. Love has put fpe6lacles on my nofe. 

Frtd» Is love then a dealer in fpe£lacles ; or Is it better to bor- 
row a microfcope from a hypocondWac ? he that breaks the fpe£ia- 

elei of any man, deferves very little thanks But, patience ! 

you fiiait fee Nannette, and be bewiltched by her yourfelf. Her 
foft blue eyes, her modeft graees, "h^r amiable bafhfulncfe, her at- 

tradive innocence —formed like a Grecian, bjoomiiig like a 

Gircaffian, the bofom of a TurkiCh, and the teeth of a Mo«ri{h 
" tpauty— iM.^-(^ ftrvakt -girl^ vnth a hunch cj ktys^ p<jjt% 0vtr 



^•. 



^ 



14 THEWItD YCU'^H. 



I4r JUgt : Frtitrkk ptnnoa her) Halt 1 Ut ! w^ » neat 

cffonife ! faear, dear bttk OBe, do'iic nio io &ft ! lactic £»- 

tM ! cao joo Bot wait ? 

(£fe TUMs mfter her.) 
Wdm Tfaere we have it ! each wkke apion puis him in flames* 
Thoughtleis )roiith ! you miflake youthful flames &r lore ; %rae 
to the po(»' girl that throws her myrtle garland into fuch flraw flames. 

\Ht niurts to his fiOPR.^ 



SCENE V. 

Lady Brumiach^s Room, 

LisETTE* {/ooH after) Nawne^Ttb. 

Liftttt. (counting the money which Ft ederick gaot her J a^ 
dollan and a piece of gold« This young gentleman pleafes me. 
He IS as hriik as a ccH-net, and at generous as a prince. Let oi k» 
what a reafonable chambermaid has to do in fuch a cafew Here 
burns the fire and there lays the draw. She has bur to noove the. 
flra«f a little nearer the fire, and to blow a little into it, then the 
bufinefs is finifhed. , 

Nannctte [appears) Has mamma got up ? ^ 

Lif* O yes, flic is juft combing her lap^og. . ' ' 

Nannctte, (Gaping) What day is to>day ? 

Xt/I Monday. 

Nan, I am forry. 

Lif. Howfo? 

Nan. Bccaufe we are fo far from Sunday. ^ 

Lif, Has the laft fermon pleafed youfo muct))^ 

Nan, The fermon ? Oh no P but at church we fee people*, 
The whole week we dare not think of going out. 

Lif, We fee and arc fcen. 

Nan. Who wowid look on my indlfFerent hat, and my plaiQ 
^hite gown .? Indeed, I am afiiamed. Mamma gives me^otbing; 
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t^, Maoiflna Nature has been the more generous to you. 

Nan. When I fet among the fine drefTed ladies, I feel, that 
Mamma is in the right. 

LiJ. In what? 
Nan, She always calls me a ftupid ugly thing. 

Lif* There are people, who would fwear to the contrary. 

Lif, Yes, Baron Piffelburg told roe once that I was bandromc^ 
kut rhamma grew angry, and then he retra£led. 

Lif» I know a young gentleman who would not retra6l, if manU 
ma was to become ten 'times as angry. ^ 

Nan» Do you know him ?. how happy you are ! you know fo 
many people. 

Lif. I know him (ince half an hour only, but he prattled fo 
much uf you, that I could talk Gx months ef it. 

Nan. Of me? tell me dear Lifette, tell, 

Lif, He is young, well made, ardent in lovc-« 

Nan* In love ? with whom ? 

Lif. With Mifs Nannetle. 

Nan, With me ! Oh my God ! how you frightened me ! 

Lif. With what ? 

> 

Nan. We mud immediately acquaint mamma of it. 
Lif. AyjP* indeed ! 
NafL Vou jeft wiih me. 
Idf, Not at all, he wants to many you. 
Nan.\ Marry me ? i fall in a fwoon. 
Li/, No matter for that. 

Nan. Tell me, can I then iftdeed be married already ? 
Li/. Why not ? if you meet with a ^ood maich ? 
Nan. You make me laugh. 
Li/ He is rich, and belides a nobleman : 
(N0*. Are then noblemen fo amiable ? 
Li/ Not always, but I lay a wager this one will pleafc you. 
Nan, If he loves me, you win the wager. 
Ltf. When I told him that your name was Nannette, he be- 
tame fo eorapturedf that he embiaced mc. ^- 
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Naju Wat that a tokeo of Us lovfc too ^ 

Lif. Yc$, indeed* ' 

Nan* Very fingular ; I do not like that. 

Lif* He defired of me to carry a letter to you* 

Nan. Quick, quick, where is it ? 

Lif. Aye, aye, would that be becoming ? I have fcolded hin 
weil for it. 

Nan. Fy, that was flupid of you« No one has ever wrote ip 
laeyet ? * _ 

Lif% We mud lirft knowliini better* 

Nan. Now the poor young man ,wiii be grieved. 

Xj/I No danger ; grief does not feetn to be hisbuGne&» 

Nan. But what will be the end olF it ? 

Lif. Time brings advice. Mamma will day here for fome 
time yet, for the romance with Baron Piffi^lburg .begins to become 
^ '^ ierious. An opportunity will prefeat itfeif to fee and converfe 
/• . with each other. 

Nak. To fee and converfe ? What do you think ? I could 
not lift an eye, nor fpeak a word* 

Lif. That's his look out. Who knows what may happen. He 
has fine eiiates, and if you become Baronet Wellioghorfi, I ac- 
company you and marry his fleward. 

Nan. Yes, but then he {hall not embrace jsm any more. 

Lif* Sileace ! Mamma is coming. 



SCENE VI. 



, f ■» 



Enter^ Lady BuyiiBACH'. 

. . • 4 ■ 

Nan. {kiffing her hani) Good morning, dear manama. 

Brumb. Good morning^liitle things. My God f how yoa 
look again tbii morning : "Well and blooming like a maid ict^ 
vant» 

m 
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Nan. I flept very well, 

BrvM But you are not to fleep well. It is trdt becoming a 
young girl of quality to fle^p all night like a mountain rat. 
Nan. After fupper I can never keep my eyes open. 
Brum. That's a ruftic cufiom, (fitting doton at the ta^U.) A 
lady <•£ education knows how to be fick becomingly, and I have 
thank God, not had a healthy hour all ray life time. 

Lif, A certain languifhing fofmefs his, thereby, fpread itfcif 
over your whole frtme."* ' ■ ■ ' 

Brum, Men arc lytants. How could we fd often trample un- 
der our feet the rights of the ftronger, ifwc did not know how to 
render our weiknefs interefling. Weak n^ves, cramps, Pyrmont 
water in the fummer, aud Raldrian pills in the winter, has convert- 
ed many a boiflerous hufband into a pleafant companion.——* 
However, thefe maternal advices arc tao foon for you. Go, 
child, go to my cabinet; read the morning prayers and take 
Mops on your lap, I have to fpeak to Lifette. {Exit NannetteJ) • 

Brum. The poor fellow ! inquietude would not let him reft ? 
What do you think, Lifette, (hall I marry him. 

Lif. This qucftion, my lady, you muft dire£l to your heart. 
Brum. God forbid ! I am glad the times are paffed, in which 
the heart plays the mafter, and throws duft in the tyes of reafon. 
Love is a good flave, but a bad maflier. Marrying is a bad cuf- 
tom, which one muft comply with like the Siefta in Spain. But 
woe to the fool that bends her neck, when ftic is born to com- 
mand. 

Lif. With Baron Piffclburg 

Brum. Is not that running ^ifk? but even that is in his fa- 
vor. A woman cannot appear in the world *^iih decency, if fhe 
docs not always carry an animal in man's cloath with her, and this 
Pifi^lbui^ tnay do as well as any other. His eftate, to be fiire, is 
involved, but he is of an old family and a very honed fellow. A 
certain poliQi, a certain fine feeling, we mifs in him ; fo much 
• ^ the better ! nature ! nature ! nothing excels nature !— --rXiif«iie, 
.*? where arc my teeth ? 
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Xt/I They lay in your apartment. 

Brum. This man feems really attached to me. Howevery I 
(hall put his obedience to the teft. 

Lif, And if he anfwers the tefl ? 

Brum. I am tired of roving alone about in the vorld. I want 
a hufband who can keep my accounts and quarrel with pofiHlions 
and innkeepen. Befides, I have to provide for a little child— -— 

Lif, Have you got a little child yet ? 

Brum, My God, have you forgot Nannette ? 

Lif, Mils Nannette 

Brum, What Mifs 1 (he is a child that fcareely knows the right 
hand from the left. I hope you are not putting fiuff into her 
head ■ ■ 

Lif, God forbid ! ihe hardly knows that {he has a head. 

Brum. There we have it. A mother's care is a very heavy 
care. Befides, there is Mops, the Canary birds— nothing can be 
j^ufted to you domeflics. My future hufband will have his hands 
full. 

Lif, You might eafiiy get rid of the care of Mifs Nannette. 

Brum. How fo ? 

Lif. Give her a hufband, the firfl the bef^. 

Brum. Are you crazy ? hah ! hah ! hah ! this child a huf- 
band ! We do not marry our girls as the Ruflians do their boys. 

Lif, But if one could be found, who would take he r ' 

Brum, Hold your tongue ! Early marriage, late repentance. 
When the daugbt ers fed the mother's muft think. Hymen led 
by thie god of love, is a Moloch, to whom I fhall never facrifice 
my child. 

Lif I fhould pity poor Mops, for he is fo much attached to 
Mifs Nannerte. 

Brum. For that very reafon. No, as long as poor Mops is a- 
live, Nannette dare not think of marrying. 

A Serifant {enUrs) Baron Pifielburg wifhes to be admitted* 

Brum, He is welcome. Go, Lifette, let us be alone« 

Lif. (afidc). Thefhepherd'shour isathand* 
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SCENE VII. 



Lady Brumbach, Baron Piffelburg tit a hunting habit. 

Pif. Good luck (oyou. Lady ! a fre(b morning. I have been 
wetting my feet in the dew. 

Brumk, You fpeak as pathetical as if-you had read Klelll or 

Thotnpfon. 

Piff, Kleift ? my coudn ferves in that regiment. Thompfon 
is the miller's name on my eftate. The rafcal is a deer ftealer. 

Brumh, Have you a good hunting ground ? 

Piff, The bcft in the country. Marry me, and you fhall fee 

a hunting match or a fox chafe You are old, madam, but I'll 

ke {hot if you have feen any thing like it, all your life time. 

Brumb. It feems, Baron, as if you underftood as much of a 
woman's age as^of theChinefe language. 

Piff, You are right, I fpeak German. 

Brumb, Quite maflivt German. 

Piff. The age of a horfe I ean determine to a hair, I have to 
look at the teeth only. 

Brumb. Won't you go down into the flable ? 

Pt^. What am I to do there ? . the inn-keeper has a pair of the 
age of twenty — .— 

Brwnb, Your language will be better undcrflood there. 

Piff, Have I again been guilty of a ftupid allien ? 
D*ont take it amifs, I am plain and ftreight, but I mean it as hon- 
eft as my pointer. 

Brumb. Indeed, if on^ is not acquainted with your language;— 

Piff, What matters language, if but the heart has its charge ? 
make once an end of it, madam, give me your hand. To-morrow 
ihaH be our wedding, and the next day the fox-chafe. 

Brumb, What are you thinking ? at my age 

Piff. For that very reafon, neither of us has any time to lofe» 

I am an old boy too ! 

■''.■ 

Brumb» My God ! how old do you uke me to be ? 
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Plff. Have you not told me that your fecond hufband was kill- 
ed in the fcven years war ? 

Brumb, Why not at the Trojan conflagration ? ' 

PiJ^, What of war! of conflagration, I !ove peace, tnd would 
marry you, even if you h^d gone to fcho^l with Metbufiileai : 
Weil, then, madam, make no difficuhies. Come with me lo Pif- 
felborg. My paftor (hall publiQi the bans from the puipit, apd 
then in the name of God : be fruitful and multiply . 

Brumb. Notfo rafh, Mr. Iiuntfman,. To kill Apartri^ffty and 

to gain a woman, are two different things. ^ . 

Piff. Have I not long enough watched for tbegamoL; I think 
it is lime to chafe it. 

Brwnb. (aJUt) Stop, .I'll, found my power, and heat your 
head a little, fkudj There is nothing more unfuSierable than to 
conclude a marriage like a bargain of merchandize :, where no- 
thing of juvenile thought leffnefs is iotCFmixed either by duel or 
fuicide, either by night or elopement. 

Pif, But, hang it, with whom am I to fight then T whom 
fhall I elope with ? 

Brumb, Our romance (hall not end fo tragical, but thoufand 
other things are to be confidered — 

Pif, Thoufand? that's a great deal. Begin then. 

Brumb. And thoufand little manners to be obferved— — 

Piff* Upon my foul ! in this I am a novice. 

Brnmb. We muft be alone. 
PiJ^, Who interrupts us then ? 

Brumb, Can we not every moment be furprlfed by my daugh- 
ter or my chambermaid ? 

Pif, Well, then we fend them back. 

Brumb. That is againft decency. Do you know what ? yon- 
der door leads into the garden. Here is the key to it. At mid- 
night, the hour ofghofls, I expeft you here» 

Pif. At midnight! pfhaw ! the wild huntfman* riots then.- 

♦ Alluding to a German ftory, of the ghoft of a dead huntfman rioting, 
an the fereils. ' 



THE WILD 'SCOUTHi. 2 1 

Brumk I hope you are not afraid ? 

i*t^..No, no, but I" may ov^rfleep myfelf. 

^Jhe gives him tlie kcy% 

Brumb. Then you may to-morrow kck for a fweeiheart in 
the dew. 

Piff, But why am I to tome jnft through the garden ? this 
boufe IS a hotel, it is open all night, nobudy prevents roe from 
coming in. 

Brumb, Will youexpofe my name ? and then the gar- 

den, chelVelb air, ihe fong of the nightingales — - — 

Piff* The nightingales d'ont (ing now. 

Brumb, In (hort, fir, through the garden is the way to my heart* 

Fiff, Well, well, I did'niknow that your heart was a gar- 
den houfr. 

Brumb. Go, the comparifonis not » bad one ; a garden-houfe, 
an arbour, faintly brightened by the light of the moon— — '•- 

Piff* The moon does not fliine now. 

Brumb. We pafs in the cool through the tufiy walks ■ 

Piff. We fcall catch cold. 

BrumJb. A lover mud not (hun a confumption even 

Piff. If I loofe my ufual night's reft, I am not worth a -ibpt of 
powder the whole day. ' ^^. 

Brumb. So much the better. There is nanAerit witfamf^ 
facrifice. 

Piff* I think, madam, we (hould leave fuch triflings to young 

people. If we add your age aiid mine together, the produ£l will 
exceed a century 

Brumb. T\ii\% man will make a Cybela of rac; 

Piff. We both have the gout. ^ 

Brumb. Your mind is terribly deranged. 

PiJ\ I aiBjpltgued with the hip, and you are fometimes fhort- 
breaihed. 

Brumb. My God ! h%w tm I — I am falling in a fwooiN— 

Piff. There we have it I and yct-fiie wants to walk about 
at nighty 
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Bru*n^. Na«nettc ! — Ltfette !— I die 

Pif. No danger. Swallow a^ handful of gun-powdcr, 

Brundf. Nannettc !— Lifctie ! — Aclp ! help ! 



SCENE vm. 

£n^«'NANNETTE. LlSETTE, ^Atf/(?rwffr. 

Lif. What is k ? 

Nan. What's the matter with you, dear mamva ? 

Brumb. My falls give n^my falts. 

Lif. {holds it U her nofc) I am fure the young Baron PifieU 

burg has taken liberties. 

PiJ^. What young Baron Piffelburg ! I am an old man fhaif 
ajidej and flie is too changing into wifdom, as the RuffiaR harea * 
in the winter featon do into whitenefs • 

Brumb, Get out of my fight ! 

Piff. {aftde) Rot it, fhe is getting angry, (loud) Dear crta- 
ture, I did'nt mean to offend you. 

Brumb» Away with you, I fay ! 

Pif. Remember the beautiful Duet in the Co/a rara. Let 
us make peace 

Bruwh. A charming Lubino ! 

Pijf. I'll fend an excellent hog into your kitchen. 

Brumb. Go to the devil with your hog. 

Piff. upon my foul, it is becoming ferious ! 

Lif. Don't you hear P you are to go. 

Piff. Yes, yes, but may I not come again ? 

Brumb. Never, no more { 

Piff. Well, well, I know what I hare \o do, and if that £uls, 
I found a retreat, and couple the hounds. [^Exit. 

Brumb. Is he gone indeed ? without throwing himfelf at my 
feet ? 
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Lif* You wiii exGufe him, he is a little filff. 

Brumb, Ah ! how much have we toexcufeio' men ! 
Nan, Dear mamma, do the Ruffian hares get white in the winter ? 

Bfumb. You are a goofe. 

Nan. If my lover was to tell me fuch things, I would give him 
up inftantly. 

Brumb. Is it pofltble! what do I hear ! the infants in the cra- 
dle will foon babble to each other: I love you ! each puppet 
will be an amcir^ and- each fugar.cake a love letter. Mifs Pert- 
fiefs ! Do you then knew the beings, who are called lovers ? 

Nan. Not yet fo exa£Uy. 

Brumb. Let us hear what conception you have of them ? 

Nan. A lover is a creature which I like very well. 

Lif. Right mils, one cant^ define it. 

Mrumb. Beware, child, of a lover, more than of the fpring 
fun : The one only fpoils the (kin, the other the heart.* 

Lif. And if he don't fpotl it, he takes it away. 

Nan, Otie might fwear that it was made for that. 

Brumb. A lover is a cunning being, which will take advantage 
of your weaknefs. 

Nan. Are we then weak when we have a lover ? 

Lif. " That happens fometiraes. 

Brumb, Like a flave heVill lay at your feet. Let him lay. 

Nan, The poor creature ! , 

Brumb. If youraife him up, he is your tyrarft. 

Lif, The rogue I 

Brumb. A lover is a fecond Proteus, he will infinuatc bimfelf 
kail kinds of ihape. 
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SCENE IX, 



Fr E D E R 1 c K, [drcffed like a hair-drejcr, toitkA pmicr-b^ un^ 
der his arm, puts his head into the door,) 

Fred* I beg pardon, do I come right berc ? * 

Lif» {Uiughing) Indeed in all manoer of fiiape. 
Brumb, Whom are you looking for, my friend ? 
Frtd. I am looking for the tmiakle Baroneft Brpifibach* 
£rum5, I am the lame, but fpeak with reverence. 
Fred* In my country, love and reverence are inleparable* 
Lif. (ajide to Nannette) Mi&i this is the young Baron. 
Nan. {cries) Ah ! 
Brumb, What alU yoM ? 
Nan, 'Nothing, dear mamma. 
Lif. You frightened iier fo much about the !overs» 
Nan. M lift I then runaway when I fee one ? 
Brumb. Yes, if I amnot prefent. 

Fred. In this country children become knowing very early. . 
Brumb. *Tis fo, my friend, but what's yourdcfire ? 
Fred. I wifti to have the honor to put yourfiiken locks into curls. 
Brumb. You have taken this trouble in vain : I have a faair- 
drefler, \ 

Fred. Quite right, he is my employer : he has been' taken lick, 
and fends me inftead of him. 

Brumb. So, fo, what ails him then ? 

Fred. He- has broke his leg. 

Brumb. Poor man : how did that happen ? 

Fred. He went up the fteeple of St. Ann's Church, on hit 
return he glided and fell down fcveniy-feven feet. 

Brumb. Yes, yes, he that climbs high falls low Lifctte 

give me my drefling.gown. "** 

Lif. {bringing the drejing-gown.) My friend, have you been 
a long while at this trade ?. - 
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Fred* I hopifc foon to be inafter -{begins drejlngj 

Lif. Then you'll marry, I fuppofe ? 

£red. {looking Jltalingly at Nanncttt) O yes, If my love it 
not rejefted. * • 

BrwnJb* What cbuhtryman are yiou P 

Fred. I fttoD. tn emigrant from Alface, if I Ai ibutid out t 
to ioft. 

Brumh. Yoti muft take care. 

Fred* I take ail pofliUe pains to deceive ^11 thof^, who wapt to 
be deceived. 4, 

Brvmb. You are right. Have you many cuflomers in this city ? • 

Fred. I forget thera all when I am with yon, Barone{s. 

BruwJk. You are a droll. Do you drcfs the Baronefs 
Hengflburg ?■ 

Fred. Baronefs Hen gflburg ? O yes ' ' 

Brumh, How old do you think that lady nsiay be ? 

Fred. Baronefs Hengftburg? how old ? i . 

You, my lady, might be her daughter. 

^rwmb, {foiiUngJ Not fo old. She is a few years younger 
than I.' 

Fred* Is it pofTible ! fhe Jh'6ws Ndnnette his Utter — Lifcttt 
takes it and gives it to her.) 

, Brumby But it is natural 'that (he looks fo«old. Irregular 

living. 

Fred. If I was her hufband, I would keep her fiiort. 

Brumhm She is a widow. 

Fred. True, {he is a widow. 

Brumb. No, they are feparated. 

Fred. Or feparated, the fame thing. 

Nan. fis going away with the Utter ^ J 

Brumb. Where are you going ? 

Nann. To my room. 

Brumbm Stay, you have nothing to do there. 

I Nannette opens the Utter Jlify. 
D 
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Brumk* Has the revolution driTen you from your country ? 

Frtd. To my iorrow ! they wanted to iwce liberty upon me^ 
and (cafiing a glance on NannetteJ I lovefervitude fo much— - 

Brumb. Hair-dreflen are the flaves of luxury. 

SroL I intended to fly to England, but finct Pitt has laid a 
lax upon hair-powder, not much is to be gained there. 

Brumb* Lifette give me — {turning her head Jhe pttceiues 
Nanette reading J hc"- -miis, what Jiave you got there ?- 

Nan. {/ripened) Nothing, dear mamma. 

Mtumb. Nothing ? I will fee it : Here with it ! 

Nan. It IS i t 18 

I 

Lif. It is a paper- i ■ 
Brnmb. Will you obey ? 

Pted. Ah ! mofl likely the letter I had im my powder-bag. 
Brumb. What letter? 

Fred. Your roguifli chambermaid, I dare (ay, has Sole it out of 
the bag. 

Lif. You might have cbofen a more civil exprelCoo. 
BruTtib. Shall I foon be informed of the thing in queftion P 
Fred* Between us, madam, but you muft not betray me, it is a 
letter totheBaronefs Hengftberg. 

Brumb. To that lady ? Let me fee it. 
Fred. When I drefled her hair this morning I found it upoB 
her toiler. 

Brumb. How imprudent ! 

Fred. And in that inftant it was in my bag. With your per* 
miflion I'll read it to you. 

Brumb. Read my friend. Goto your room, Nannette. 
Fred. Why ? the young mifs will not underfland any thing of it. 
Brumb. Children fhouid not bear fuch things. Yet you may 
flay to draw good advice from it. 

Fred, freads^ thromng glances at Nannette) " My dear 

aminble crraiure !*' 

Brumb. Very fine ! flie has grey eyes, and freckfes in her face. 

■f 
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Fred, (rtadi) <^ I faw you but once, but my heart is yours 
forever." . 

Brumb. The fboi ! what is his name ? 

Ired, The letter has no tignatuic. 

Brumb, 'Read on* 

Fred, {"reads) " When you came from church ycflerday'.'— 

Bmmb. From church ! that woman never goes to church. 

Fred» {reads) " at the fide of your ugly old mother." . » ■ ■ ■ 

Brumb. True, her mother is aa ugly old woman, and as malici- 
ous as a cat* ^ 

Lif. And as vain as a peacock. 

Fred, And as fiupid as a goofe. 

Mrumb, Malicious,^ vain and fiupid, aa excellent pidure . 
ha! ha! ha! 

Fred, and JL^ ha ! ha 1 ha ! ha ! ha ! 

^rum^. Proceed. 

* Fred, treads) *' I am young, rich, and in love with you.'* 
Brumb. Three fine things. 

Fred, (rftw/ij ",I love youinexpreffibly.** 

Brumk. My God 1 it becomes quite flat. 

Fred, (reads) '^ Give your band to a young^man, who means 
ithoneft." 

Brnmb. A lover's honefly is fufpicious. 

Fred, {reads) '^ Whofe birth is equal to yours, and who will 
deliver you from your mother's tyranny." 

Brumb. I d'ont know that* The mother complies with every 
thing, her daughter wants. 

Fred. '^ Let us try to deceive your mother." 

Brumb. That's not very difficult. ^ 

Fred. '< And if all is in vain, then you fly to the arms of him 
^ho adores you." 

Brumb. Even an elopement ? This was yet wanting ?■ " /.,, 
IJow I fliall lai/gh |t the old woman ! ■ ' ■■Is .that tc«de# 
pallaver at an end ? , r 
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' Frtd, Not a fyllable more. . , . - 

Lif. But I think the jeung gcntteman has been very txplidu 
JNT^s. Very explicit* 

Mrumb. He has, indeed, if qren you h^e luderflood it. 
Lif. Whamvould you fay, miis Naanette, if fuch a letter waa 
written to yoir ? 

Nan. I would not fuffer my mother to be made %yd^ i^ 

Lif> Then you would rqeQ the ardent youth. 

Van. Not jull (hat. . 

Brwnh. How can you put the poor child in fuch acoMfiiSoii 2 

JVan. I am confufed indeed, d^iar mannnma^ 

Bnmb. And Co Baronet I^engftburg entartaios a IbcHel cor* 
fefpotodence with a young unknown o^e. 

trtdn I know who he is. ' 

hruwb. Well ? quick { 

Trtd. A certain Baron Wellinghorft. 

Brumk. fiaron Welliaghorfi ? aye i aye I al on* tea-^yty 
this cveaing, I muft communicate it to four of my mpft iotUBa^q 
friends. 



SCENE X. 
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Enttr a Hdir-Dreftp. ' 

Hair-DreffcT. Madam, your jpnofl humble fervant. 
Bnimh. My God, fir, have you not broke your leg ? 
Hairdr, Broke my leg ? 

Lif. Did you not get upon the fleeple of St. Ann's churck? 
Hair dr. Upon St. Ann's fieeple ? 
Nan. And fell down feven and feventy feet P 
Frtd. But you might have broke your leg ? 
jRairdr. Might have broke my leg ? 
Frtd. This time he got off with a brulfe. 
Hairdr. With a bruife ? I do not uaderSand a word tS 
all that. 
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Brumk Why then have you Cent your journeyman- to rae ? 

Fred, (winking to him) My dear mailer have you not orcjered 
nfe todrefs tlus lady ? , 

Hairdr^ Not at all ! as lon^as X have a found pair of legs I 
cgn ferve my cuftomers myfelf. 

frcd' But you do not drefi hair with your Xtri 

Hairdr, Thii fellow is an impoftei;. * . 

JFrcd. {tries to futfomt money in his hands) You do not un- 
dcrftaod mc right. . 

Ifairdn There is nothing to underfland. I fee you are a flupid 
, fellow, where are your cuftomers ? 

Fred, ^endeavors again to put money into his hands y 
Here, here. 

ffairdn Nothing here ! I have a few iixpences yet to drink a 
pot of beer with. 

N^n." [ajidej I am frightened to death ! 

BrumB. He is then not in your employ ? ' 

Hairdr. No more than your Mops^ IJo is an inipoflcc^ 
a vagrant. 

Brumb. Young fellow ! what has put it into your head, to in- 
trude yourfelf ioto my houfe ? 

Fred. [coUcEling himfelf) Well, I willconfefs it : I am arvun-. 
fortunate youth— —I faw youjj madam I-r -I faw you ! . 



•—-is not that faying all ? ' , 

Brunei. And what n that to fignify ? 

Fred. If love is a crime, then may he pardon me who made my 

heart fo feeling and you fo charming ! r— I was fei/cd yrhh 

the ninfl violent paflion, yet I did np.t lofe fight of modcfly. The 
only widi I had was to fee you,, to b^ near you. 1 m^d|u:ed on 
the. means, and fell upon this innocent difguife ; But my Lips would 
sever have uttered, what forever may drive me from your prefence, 
{he kneels down\ Puniih me now ! punifli in me the power Qf your 
attra£lioas ! 
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Bnmi. My fticod, yon oAcr tdltUe^oryoaareafcoI, 
Git up, I pardoa yoo. 

fred. lnJis)Ahl I votbe gone! {uMaglmKi at Nm- 
nitfe) but ny lieift icMiit bduiid ! 

Brumi, Who telh yoachat yon are to go ? Yoa ve a young 
good for Bocbiiig frilov, who migfat be mepded by redboabie cor- 
reftio o — ■ Y ou fee, dear Mr. Hairdrefler, duit nothing can 

be done with ihb young man. 

Hmrir. Neching be done ? be muft goto Bridewell. 

Brmmt. V I excuCe h is boldnels you may do the (iaroe. 

Hmwir. Your iadyCbip does not lo(e a fingle cent by it,, baft 
Ik yctt into my bufinels* 

Bnmh. In fliort,' mafter, there it your money* I have a ri^ 
a»kedfcfledby whom I pleafe ; I take this young man into my 
as valet de chambre. 
Sttd* {kiffes her hand tnth exUuy) You re&xe me to life 



Hair dr. But he does nof uttderfiand hairdrefliDg. Only fee 
Ww he towzed your hair* 

Brumi. That's nothing to you. Be off! 

Hairdr. Take care, young fellow, I fhall complain to the pOp 
Kce of you. 

I'if* D'ont you hear ? you are to go. 

Hairdr. I Ihall get you drummed out of town* 

Brumb* Drum my valet de chambre out of the city ? ■■' ■ 
youruffiin ! 

Lif. He is a fool ! 

Nan. An unpoKflied fellow ! 

Fred. An envious rafcal I 

Mairdr. You are a bread thief! a good*fbr-notbbg rogue ! 

Frti. and Lif. (fujhing him towards thedoar) Go ! go ! ©ot 
with you! 
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S CENE XI ; 

In that moment PifelBurg enters^ Behind htm a hunt/man with 
half a dozen hares, Frederick and Lijette throw the hait" 
drejer upon PifelBurg, who pujhes him upon the huntJmoM^ 
and the latter throws him out of the door») 

Hairdrejfer. {crying out) A cheat ! a cheat ! ^ 

Piff. 'What is the fellow talking ? are thefe not firelh hares, 
killed this tnorning ? 

Brumh* You return already, Gr ? 

Piff. Yes, madam, and what am I bringing with me ? hc?^- 
— half a dozen hares, as peace-maken between you and mc;^. 

Brumb. Your price of peace is flender iudeed. 

Pijf. I think fix hares 
. Fred, And a Bear into the bargain. 

Piff. There are no bears in this country. 

BrumB, If I knew that true repentance had led you to my feet. 

Piff. To be fure, my dearefi, here they all lay at your fceu 

Fred. The moll repentant hares in the world.. 

Bruwi, My God ! the animals fiink I 

Piff. How can they ftink, they have only been (hot this morn- 
ing ? ha ! ha 1 ha ! 

Fred* And the gentleman has been (hot too. 

BrumB. Young man, you take a little too much liberty fbr.a 
valet de chambre. * 

Piff, A valet de chambre ? {he looks at him attentively) htil 
and lightning ! are you not the young Baron, in whofe company 
I was laft evening at the coffee-houle ? 

Brumb. A Baron ? 
* Fred. I at the coffee-houfe ? ah ! my God ! I am fomedmct 
glad if I can get a drink of fmall beer. 

Piff. I am damn'd if it is'nt you ! Did we not drink three 
bowls of punch together ? 

Fred» You are miftaken, fir, , 

Pif. Have we ndt been very merry together ? 
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Fred. God knows who Made himfelf merry with you. 

Pij\ Did you not fiy, that a beautiful young lady lived here in 
this inn, who. iiad aa ugly oldnioiher ? Did you not (all the mo* 
ther an old beaQ ? Did you not drink the young lady's health ? 

Brumbi Heavens ! could it be pof&ble ? 
Lif- {a fide) Now we are. in j^ pretty pickl« ! 
'. Nan. {ajide) I die ! 

Fred, You are blind, fir. 

Piff, I blind ? I have even this morning (hot four htrcs ? 

Fred. Bli.id ! blind ! I tell you ! blind ! blind \ blind ! (he 
powders kU whokface full and runs away.) 

Piff. (Jhaking him/elf) hell and damnation ! " ' Baron ! 

I am a nobleman a huntfman We muft fee each 

other with piflols ! ^ ■ 

Brurnb, How am I ? ■ ■ m y eyes become ope n 

Such an affront to me ■ » I fall in a fwoon ! ^— 

• Pif The fellow b a deer-fiealer^ he Wanted to hunt upon 
flrange ground. 

Brurnb. 1 die ! > Where is my faithful friend ?■■ ■ — 

Pif. Here ! here ! 

BrumB, The only one who never. dfcccived me ! ■ ■ ■ My 
Mops. — My laft confolation ? ■ ■ -(/he goes Jloioly 

towards her apartment), 

Piff* May I accompany you ? . • 

BrumB, (weak andjaintly) Go to the devil ! {^Exit» 

Piff. Then I muft g6 with you. 

Nan. Well, fir, I (hall tell my mother of that. 

Piff. So m^fs, and who is the caufe of all thi? chafe ? a fpright- 
\y young huntfman has traced your fccnt, and followryou through 
bufli and wood— — 

Lif. And an old hunter cries halloo ! that the game runs off. 
Is that right ? 

Piff. No, that's not right. 

Lif. Well, then, young lady, we leave this gentleman in good 

company, {/he points to the harts and goes off with Nannette. 
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SCENE XII.. 
PiFFELBURo alonc^ 
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Here tbey leave me alone like a mill-ftone, and powclered like 
a hare in the fnow* Thu»der and lightning ! If the old one had 
not plenty of dollare, I'll be danm'd if I ever would put my foot 
again upon this hunting-ground, where an honeft fellow remains 
fticking in fwamp and morafst What is to be done ! One may 

flioot a croW) that carries gold to his nefl i—^I (hall have t6 

make ufe of the garden key, to open the money chefi with it. ^Exitt 






ACT IL 

The fame Apartment* 

SCENE I. . , 

, f^ 

- h 

LiSETTE, coming from the bedckambtr, and going to the midUk ^ 

door^ caUs out, 

i? MoLKUS ! 

" . Molkus. [behind the fctne) Here i 
yl^Lif* {lamentahlf) Molkus ! 
Molft, [appears) What is it ? 
Lif. [more lamentable) Dear Molkus ! 
MoUi. Well ? ^ ' 

Lif, [quite friendly and cheerful) Good day toy oji. 
Molk, Nothing elfe ? 
Lif Is a good day nothing ? 
Molk, Nothing in your mouth. 
Lif Then may heaven give you the worft day ! 
Molk, I thank you. 

Lif As bad as the day on which you loft your leg* 
Molkn 'Twasmyliay of honor. 
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Lif. Ha ! ha ! ha ! men are. foolifh beings. A foldier loolet 
2 leg ■ ■ that's his day 'of honor. A girl bends her neck to the 
yoke of mairitnony , i that's her day of honor. A nuB takes 
the veil % that's her day of honor. The fir ft receives a medal, 
the fecond a hulband, and the third nothing at all. It's a good 
thing that putting on of foolfcaps has got out of faflrion* Every 
inati is a fool ; is it not tnie. Molkus ? 

Molk. Not true. 

Lif. The wooden legg'd look down upon the ftrait Icgg'd, 
the ftrait legg'd upon the bendy legg'd, and the bendy legg'd agaia 
upon the wooden legg'd. 

MoUl. Balderdafti ! [he is going) 

Lif. Where are you going ? • 

Molk, I am going i ' 

Lif Do you know then what I have to tell you ? 

MoOk^ No. - 

Zif. D'ont you want to know it ? 

Molk. No. 

Lif. But you (hall know it. Lady Brumbach orders you to 
wait for her here, (he is going to uke an airing in her carriage, 

Molk. Well. 

Lif. But {he is not well . ■ No- -Well !- 

What anfwers arc ihefe ? 
Molk. Shot t ones. 

lif. Do you meafurc your anfwers by your fliort leg ? 
Molk. Yes. 

Lif. Do you know what, my friend, get your head fliot away 
too, you have as little ufe for it as for your leg. 
Molk. I do not always talk with women. 

Lif. Blockhead I What then do the men want generally in 
women's company ? 
Molk. Every thing but a head. 

Lif And if it was not for the women, my God, who then 
would put youx heads jbo rights ? 
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SCENE 11. 




Enter Brumbach, NaiN)7itts. 

Brihnb, Are you there, Molkus ? 

Molk. Here? 

Brumi. I (hail go to my Milliner, for half an hour. 

Molk. Good. 

Brumb. You fee here two fooliCh girls. 

Molk. Yc8. 

Brumb. But that wild impudent boy, who is after one of thefe 
girls, you do'nt fee. 

Molk. No. 

Brum, jle moft likely will make ufe of my abfence. If he 
comes, I order you to throw him out. 

^oJk, Through the door or the window ? 

Brum. Where you like, 

Molk. Good. ^ 

Brum, {to Nannettt) You filly thing, you read meanwhile 

in the woiks of Madame de Beaumont, or Mad. de Genlis.— 

pour former U coeur and Vejprit. You Lifette, take care of 

Mops. [E^it. 



SCENE III. 



Nannktte, Lisette, MbiKUs, 

a 

Molkus. (fut$ a chair before the door, fits upon it^ takes afhort 
tobacco pipi out of his pocket, fils it, andfirikes fire.) 

Lif. You do not aik, whether we like the fmell of tobacco ? 
Molk. No. 

Lif. Mifs, pray fall in a fwoon a little. 
• Molk. Juft as you pleafe. 
.Nan* I d'ont underfiand that yet, Imuft leara it from mamma* 
Lif. This would be the fineA opportunity to fpeak to your lover, , 
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Nan, Do'yeu think io? ' 

Lif. He certaiplj b ooC &rttfc .. 
Nan, Methinkt I feel iu 

Lif. Howcan weget rid of thisblocklwid P 

Nan, Give him good wortt. ,' '■■'•■ \ 

Lif, I would rather give them to Mopf, he vn^.kis. tail 
at lead. ..*.!..■ 

Nan, We witlboth try it— —Dear Mollm»'uii4A L^t.ji . 

Lif, Charming Moll^as'! ;. f 1 

Molk. Whatelfe? 

lif, Yott fit very uncemforlaMe^' ' . '» 

Molk, It's very well. 

Lif. An old meritorious foMier like you, 'fiundl h^ GHPticd . 
•n hands. . 

Molk, A wooden leg is farsUar.ih«» a womaft'a hand* 

Lif, In my lady'^ afnhmcftt flands ft 1^ £b& fii£|. 

Alolk, Let It (land there. 

Lif We will coDdu£l yoii there. 

Moik. I thank you. 
' Lif, Then I fetch from under the bed the bottle with the 
Dantzic cordials. , , 

Molk, 1 am not dry. jf 

Lif You deienre to have y4>ur Uktaefk eagi^aved^ on accoiu^^ 
of your honefty. ^^ 

Nan, Glazed and framed. 

Lif Then we will hang you under the looking-giafs. 

Nan, Ah ! I wifii you were hanging there already. 

Lif fafieU) or at the gallows. 
, Ii<^n, Let me fiep out a momept to ik% balcony. 

Molk, I dare not. 

Lif To take a little fceih air^ we are here almoft fuSbcated 

with fcnoke. 

Molk, 'Tis not fo bad. 

Lif Dear, charming MolkuS| can you refufe me any thing ? 
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MM, I can. 

Li/l Ca but hear, how the lovdy younj^hcty fiatttrt yoiu 

Molk. And the lovely mother growls* 

la/. Is it then all m vain ? 

Molk. All. 

Z^ But you must be hungry ? There are some almond 
cakes. 

MM* I eat ammuniuon bread. 

Lif* Well, then come down into the IdtcbeUi to have m Ut 
of roast beef with it. 

MM. It's too loon yet. 

Lyi It gprows dark already. 

MM. Do you know where that comes from ? 

Zj^WcU? 

MM. Because the evening is approaching. 

Li/. And do you know, why you are ablockbead \ 

MM. Ko. 

Li/. Because you are all darkness, night in your head) and 
midnigfat in your heart. 

MM. So? 

Li/. What is to be done with the blockhead ? 

MM. Nothing. 

Nium. (/Itauring him) You are. an hofioit leOoWf dear 
Molkus. ^ 

MM. To your sorrow* Is it not so ? 

Li/. Then we may converse without CQmplimettts» 

MM. Without compliments. 

Li/. Tell me then, do you relish your f^ \ . 

MM. O yes; ,^3^ ' 

Li/. But do you know, where w« property ought to wdlb| 

Molk. Where we relish it. 

Li/. No, in .the guard room* (Bbiktuckt kis fipi /irtm bit 

Moli, (tiri^es it mp ttgmm c9olfyJ If you do th^it 

E 
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Lif. Well, and what then ? 

Mcikm Then I pick it up again. 

Llf. Dear, damnable Molkus ! Pray get a little in a passion 
at least. 

Molk. Anger is hurtful. 

Lif. Nothing hurts you, my iron Molkus: you may get 
angry without danger, my wooden-door-post. Place your- 
self in the cornfield, my dear straw-man, and drive the birds 
away* 

Molk. That's what I am just doing. 

Lif^ You remain faithful to your post, like a painted sol- 
dier over a door. You have the spirit of a lump of lead, and 
the heart of a chained dog. 

Molk* And you are witty like a chambermaid. 

Uf. Tell me, in how many battles you ran away ? 

ilf#/i. Ran away ? 

Ltf* It can't be otherwise ; you must have run .away, for 
all your sensibility was in your leg. When it was shot away, 
the blockish stump remained moUonless on the ground, but,. 
I am sure, the leg was long convulsed like that of a spider. 

M^lkm You are a poisonous spider. 

Z//1 Immoveable blockhead I do you thiijk we arc sulta- • 
nesses ? And kiii*, suffer yourself to be placed a& a miserable 
Harem's guag^lf ■ * 

Molk. I kagppr which part of your body cannot be wounded. 

Z//. Well? 

Molkm Your lungs. 

Lif* It is not worth while to speak to you. 

Molk. Then let me alone. 

Uf. You neither hear nor see, neither taste nor feel ; you 
can only smell your stinking tobacco. 

il/tfZf. The tobacco is not bad. 

Lif* Come Miai| let us leave this unpolished fellow. He 
is worse than an oister, that has even not two senses. 

(knocking at tbt door* J 
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• * ^ ■ ■ ■ . 

MolL I have two senses, for I just hear the knocldng at 

the door. 

Lij: Then get up, and go out. /the knocking is rtptattd.) 

Molk. Get up? Yes but to go out ? No. (higtts up, 

and puts his bead through the door) Who is there ? 

A Hu^h *voice on the outfide* A friend ! 

M^/i/ What friend? 

The voice. An old invalid wants t6 speak to the honest 
John Molkus. 

Molk* An Invalid ? Stop comrad I Young lad^ and 
miss march to your apartment 1 

Lif. With all my heart. Do you think we shall stay here 
in your tobacco society and suffer ourselves to be smoked. 

Nann» Gome, let us see how mops does. 

Li/, Unluckily, fate has destined us, not to see any but 
dbgs faces. i^^M* 

Molk. (opens the door) Walk in comradL 



SCENE .IV. 

Enter Fredelrick. at tf« invalid, *wiih' anJtjoodin^g andjeve* 

ral/cars on his/aci.^jtjk^ * 

Fred* Welcome old boy 1 Do you kndHHfeet I 

Molk. No. ^ 

Fred. Dont you know George Frolich, of the regipient of 

Steinacker. H - 

Molk, GeorgeFrolich?h*m! have quits'fijrgot him. j 
Erfd, Do you recollect our encampment before Prague, in 

the year 1757? 
Molk. Before Prague? Oh that I know very well. Our 

regiment was encamped on the Ties Kaberg* 

Fred, When the Austrians made' an attift oil the batteries 

of Strohhof. . . 

Molk. And Prince Ferdinand of Prussia repulsed them.. 
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/W. Aiidwhcnlhqr »fm i iJiJ> iindc atiiai od iht ade 

€■ wWaBOmU 

Mtik. AndjMfvoorgnpeibotJtooklSicmin.fiaiik. --"^"^ 

/Sta/. HofytfatBriDCCofIionMieq fci f U idltD ii i i| jti p«^ 
nith 4000 mau y ' 

M§ik. Andlxmipr tent tfaem back witfa bloody iiiMC|^ 

A«#i It was a pity that the weather became lol^. 

MM. And dutt t]^ Mialdaa swcDcd to wlr^ h^gfat. 

FrtJ. To carry all our bridges away. 

tun. Right brother! I find that yon have been there. 

Fred. I not there? nponmysool! Iwaswitfaonrbattafion 
idien wioattacked the Anstrians at the winding of Segesfaok. 
So IPC ftioody and so wr marched towards them, (Ar flMrrlcr 
frm^ tmtmris tht ymag hifi mm) haik there! halloo! 
where u the enemy 1 Gme ontefyonr holesl 

Mtfk. Goitly, gently brother! this is not a windmilTi ■ 
Some women lire there. 

Fred. God forbid I I would rather attack a party of Gcoats« 

Mdk* That's just my way of thinking. 

Frei. When I heir of women, I run like the French at 
Kosback* 

Molk. Yo^tf tiiiidc as I do. 

Frti, I^^Hkfedier loose my other leg too. 

Moth. t^^pBve you lost your I^. 

MM. Jnst Ik i^ace where I lost mine. 

Frii. They|biy pos^ly lay together in one grave. The 
dtacef^chtbeqgs! if the heart b but &esh. GtMnebrodier. 
lefciit drink togettier. (drmws a bottle oat of bh pocket.) 

M/l. With all my heart. The health of dd Frederic! 

Fred. Lon^^ve Frederic (be druth euui gives Molkus 
U ibe bottle. J 

MoU. At C^p, under General Hulsen, Ihel^to atuck 
the burying ground^ 



/*r#4^ Iwas m the fa^^auie of Mamstei^ 

MM, Thenpu Wtodpiinththe Pand^ 

/V/V. Do you see the scar onmy cheek? 

^(0/i. May the Pandors perish, (hi confimas drui^f.J 
^'\ Fnd* At Sweklnitz I was present at the asftult of tha 
»'mj fort# 

idqj|. At CHmutz I fought in the trenches. 

/'r#i/. ^ At. Gibau we were attacked by lAudoo.when we 
convoyed a truii of transports. 

MM, In the defiles; of Krenau we sweated bravely. 

Fn^i. What of Krenau ! at LeutheU) thare we lud yrfim 
work. 

MM* But brother, you seem to be yo|4ngyet|an4 have bcqi 
in the whole seven years war ? 

Friif. Brother, I am an old boy, but the wine kept me 
youi^. Driqk, brother, drink ! he that wants to xapAin 
young, mi^t drink. 

MM» Yesy yes, must drink* fdrMt,J 

Fni. No women, and pknty of wine, that makes fiei|i 
blood. >*. 

MM. Yes, yeSj plenty of winef (driiJu.J 
. Frui^ How do you come into tfus house among the women ? 
. I would rather live in the banacks. ^S^ 

MM* How I come among these ll^^B?'-**''-*^ Bt><^ 
here sentry. ^^^m 

Frti* For shame, Comrade I— >You stojpoften sentrf ast 
the General's tent, and now over women jfr 

MM* What's to be done coxwodi-Mfi^e qmst gnxt up 
with the times. In the field we want t:B» k|^ but ia,^- 
ter quarters, one will do. J 

Fnd, (fttgiMg to bi drunk) Think ya% so ?«— No brother, 
he that meddles with women, must have j^ Ic^ at least. 

MM* (hipmdngUfiil th9 fwiiir •fttH^^i Twq tongues 
would be better for Mxsu 
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Fred. A man with a soiind pair of arms, must fight, T^ 

that reason I eiitcrcd into tlie Hessian service. ' 

... • ■ ", ■ ■ ■ ' 
MoIL Amoilg the Hessians ?— — 

''Fred. And went to America, 

''iW»/i, With one leg! _^, 

Fred. See now, brother— I. calculjited that I had bn^ one 

leg to loose— ... 

MM. Why then? ; ' 

Fred. Because the other was already buried at Collin. 
MM* Upon my soiil! You are* a sensible fellow— —Long 

life to'you X^drinks) 

* Fred. But t would rather gson three battle? on land, than 

. • . ' . .. • . 

'to perish bnce at sea. ■ i 

MM. The sea must be terrible weti 
■-•* Fined. AM always drunk— always drumc— 

' ^' 'MkTht^^uL ' * ■' ■ ' ' ' 

Fred. Yes, brother, what am I tellmg* you— For instance,: 

we want" to sail this way, bUt the sea won't — ^d we arc 

« -ArtJwn thstt w%y^~>^ he staggers inwards Nanette's room) No# 

we want to get upon this tack— but there comes a wave, and 

throws us straight upon arock ! (he runs against the. door 

tvith such violence that it cracks open, J 
Molk. He i^fej^jb^ • be !-— Take care, comrad, you are 
Tttnning on a fJjJ PKuc. 

Fred. I tlJK am fast already «— Heigh ! Here! HelJ)!'^ 

Molk. Ha! — Hq! — Ha !^ ^-I tell you, this coast, k inha- 
bited but by wo iufti 

Fr^. Let them* come. When I have a glass too much, 
I never fear them. ' 

Molk. I can bear them when wine makes me merry- 
Fred. I shall fire alarm guns— Piff! PafF! fiiffl 
MM* Ha! ha«>! Piff ! PafF » Puff! ' 



THE WILD YOUTH. 



41 



SCZXZ V. 
Enter Um'TZI. Sattfi^, Vi^ntr-t- 
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Lif. Wdl? 

M^lk. llien he becomes tame Hke a lanib* 

Li/. Aye I 

FrtA. To-mcnow we will thio w ounelttt at four iAodier'« 
feet and obt^^ £Digivene^ 

A'tfmr. Thoiethata&f6ribfgtveiie»i]Simliai^ 
xrst* 

Molk. Ujpon my soul, you are a fine damieL 

Lifm Indeed* 

Fnd. If you wduM love me* 

Mdk. If you loved me. 

tfanM. Has not my heart betrayed me? 

Zr/: (stroking his iiOtdJ Do you think then I hate you f 
. FreJ. Then flee thb night, and to-morrow you a£re tn^ 
fiorever! 

MM. You hate me not, little rogue ? 

Jiofin. 1 am guarded by thousand eyes* 

Li A Who could see the valiant Molkus, and renudn indif- 
ferent? 

FnJ. Love will enchant them all Into blindness* 

M(9/i. If that's true, then give me a kiss* 

Li/» If you promise to many me* 

Freii. May I make a trial this night, to dope with you ? 

Molk. To marry ? Ha ! ha I ha ! have never married in 
my life* 

Nann. How will you force yourself through locks and doors I 

Freii. That's my care* 

Li/. Try only, we shall live together like doves^ 

Jdolk. like doves ! ha 1 ha I ha ! 

Fred. Have I your consent ? 

Nanu. I tru$t to you my innocence* 

Idoili. But the kiss— the kiss* 

Li/, (ktffing him) There you have it* 

Ffid. (mbracin^ Uannette} Heavenly girl* 
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Mo/J^. (feeing it) Aye! aye I comrade! 

^r^/^. What is it brother? , 

Molk, Ydffflfc-e attackihg Sweidnitz. 
- Fred, The fort is ours ! ' 

Molk. Viaory! let us fire viaoryl Piff! paff! puffl 

Lady Brumbacb (witbaut) Unharness the horses. , 

Life My god, theoidone is coming^ 

Nann, Ah, my mother ! 

Fred. Where can I fly to ? 

Life, She is at the door» 

M.dk. Vi£lory ! the old one comes 1 

Ffed. Is the window hijxh ? 

Ltf. But one story. It leads into the garden* 
. Fred^ Adieu, dear Nartnette ! I shall see you again, {ht 
Jumps u^on a chairs and thence through the ivindtyw-J 

Nann. Ah! if he but does not hurt himself. 

Moik, Haigh Coimrade ! Where are you going J 



SCENE VL 

Enter Lady Brum bach. 

brumh. What riot is this I When the cat is out of the wayj 
tke mice jump upon tables and benches. 

Hf. (afidej She forgot the chairs. 

Melk. Viaory ! The 6ld cat is arrived. 

Brumh, Molkus, arc you drunk ? 

Jifo/i. The fallow has but one leg aiid Ic^ps like a wild Sfi^ 
*J?/-»jw^w Who gave him to drink? - <-*ii 

Nann. Not L ^^k 

Life. Nor I neither. ^ 

hrumh, Gx) block-head ! go to sleep. 

Ma/i, (/c Lifette) Come tiitn, litt-lc bride, kt us go t« 
sleeps . 



# 



THE- WILD Youra 



Jhm^. Are you cruy ? 

U/m To-morroW) dearMoikus, to -mor row* 

Molk. To-morrow, the r^bnental priest sUaiH come— -— « 

«* John Molkusl Wilf you have tins girli" Yes— • 

« lisette Fertness, will you marry Jrfm Molkus ?*» 

Uf. Now 

Jlf«/i. Yes— —Good nig^t, chiUbeo, good night, sleep 
well ! (bt mis /# the ^wimkw.J 

BrmmB. Where isc you going ? 
. Itfisft. I am going to look for my comrade. 

SramB. Tour comrade^ 

MM^cmllu^ Mf rftbi wml&wj fibOoo I Geoige Frolich I 
Where ateyou? 

U/. fitntwmi bim frmm thi 'MHmimf) yoa are nutftaken, 
uKie IS wP door* 

JMfiAl. I can*t leave my cqpirade m ihe lurdb 

frtmi. What is all tius^ 
t Nanm. He is drunk* 

M^ib. Drunk or not drunk ! he stormed the Water Fort at 
Sweidnitz, consequently— « 

Li/l (Jraging bim to tbe door) Consequently you must go 
to sleep. 

MoUt. We must first fire vidory* 

Lif. Fire without, as much as you please, (Sbi flmvtr bim 

out of doors,) 

Moik. (imtbout) Rff I Faff I Puff* 

Brumh, Has any body been here ?, 

Ndnm. Not a souL *Sr 

JBrumb, Look at me (Nannette rousts ber eygs titMrouJlyJ 
caiMTou swear ? 
* i^ann* Lisette, can I swear ? 

Uf. Why not? I should like to know, how iny body 
could have entered here ? Has not this drunken fellow been 
constantly sittmg at the door ? Has he not smoked us with 
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his tobacco and brandy, it stinks here just like a guacd-roenu 

Bruf/t^, Why did you not remain in your room ? . • . 

Li/, We were going to meet you, when we hcaxd the jar-* 
xiage» 

Brumh. How is Mops? 

Li/, He is in a sweet slumber. 

Brumh. It is late, children, go to bed« 

Li/ Shall I not undress you first, Madam ? 

Brumh^ No. 

Nairn. Shall I read the evening prayers to you, Mama ? 

Brumb. No. You shall go to bed» I mtend to setjip* 
There is a fine star light night, I ^ave some knowledge of 
Astronomy, I know the great Bear, and the Orion. 

I4/ (afiJe) Alas I Where is our Sattdite of Venus { 

Nann. (kissing her motber^s band)^ Good fiight, 4ear Maguu 

Brumh. Go my child, endeayour not to sleep so mudu 
TlHuk of the a&ont you have met w^ to-day^ aiKl y9a -^ve 
cause enough for a sleepless night.. 

^Namt* An affront ? To me ? 

Brumh. Have you already forgot that In^dent feUow ant 
Ids powder bag I . 

. Nann. Ah ! I did not know that a girl can be afirontei 
by an offer of marriage. 

. Bmmk. He marry you ? a boy just £rom school) and a. gidL 
luudly bigger than her doll t 

Nana. I am sure Mama, he wants to marry me* % 

Brumb. Indeed ?. and how do you kaow thkt I . , 

Nann, I 1 suppo ^^ 

- Brumby I suppose that you are a fooL 

Li/ To marry ? What are you thinking. Miss ? They xosie^* 
they gaze ;. they love ; they bum ; first a flame, then coal^ 
then cinders, ^Woc to the girl, that makes a cinder barrel ci 
ber hearts 



,- » 
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Brumb. Right liscttc, explain that chapter a little tq has 
]>e£[)re you go to sleep, away to bed I 
Li/. To bed J to bed I ^ 

fExunit NanmtU anil Lisettt,} 

SCENE YIL 

Lady Brumbach almi% 

The hour of trial is approaching. Obedience, Mr# PifGJ^ 
bui^, submissio n ' h e that shuns a cold, -will he, as i\usband 
let^ the Physiciaiv at aught, when I am taken ill ? Ac€9mmO' 
dladng to me he shall be, but not accomimdattd. In short, 
if I have g^ven hkn the garden key in vsdn, then door and, 
heart shall be shut against him. He .that mounts a galley 
the third time to be chained to tlie oar ; does not deserve 
compassion*.,— PH put out the lights, that I may periiaps o- 
"ver-heay his talking to himself, (Jhi extinguifies tbeAigbts.) 
Confess it only, Salomeh, you wish a good termination of the 
Romance, for the disagreeable circumstance of your being al- 
ready forty-e*ght-i— -hush ! ^in the name of God. I hope 

I am not overheard ! alas ! old age has traitors enough, with-* 
/out the help of the tongue. ■ . What is that? Why this 
rustling of the trees, near the window ? M ethinks I hear 

the creeking of the window. Indeed ! I feel by the drawft, 

that it opens more and more. Should Piflfelburg— — ta 

give me a token of his obedience— endeavour to creep 
through the window ? t hat would be charming— B.hush ? 
tush I— —I must see the end of that. 

SCENE VUI. 

Fhei). (Opens the njoindokvy and puts his head thxeugb it,y> 

Fred, Hush ! hush ! all is quiet all darkness-i^l-^I 

may ventur e (he creeps through the ivindo^, the 'wooden 

^fg is left behind.) Htre \ am again. But what more ?- 
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It IS so dark that'one can't see the l^ndbefbre^ ones fate^N.^^—* 
On the right hand is the door, (be fumbles about}' hu&hl 
hush ! 

' Br^mb. (in the back ground) hush ! hush 1 

"Fred, He answers— (^/« a low voice) is any body here ? 

Brumb, (with a dtjfemhled voice) I am here. 

Fred. My beloved ? 

Brumb, Yes. 

Fred. O hasten to my arms. 
) Brumb. Here ! here } 

FrMi Where ? where ? (be runs tonvards tbe voice anfaf 
lafi embraces Madame Brumbacb.) I hold you in my arms 
and no power of earth shall tear me from you again I, 

Bruhb. (crying) Ah 1 this is not Piffelburg. 
■ Fred (leaving her) Damnation 1 this is not Nannette. 

Brumb»f'Hg^\^\ help I thieves I robbers! 

f rr^. This will become a funny affair. 



SCENE IX. 
' ^Enier John Molkus, (with a Hgbu) 

Molk» What is the matter here, is it the witches' holyday ? 

Fred, By heavens 1 it is the old one. 

Molk* But comrade, how do you come by this sound lege 

Fred, Who are you sir ? what is your business here I 
' Fred, (in confternation) — I have long since wished for the 
iwilor of your acquaintance. 

Brumb, And therefore you had to come through the window ? 

Fred, If I durst tell you every tiling — It I could be so 
fortunate, to ;g)eak to you a few minutes in private. 

Brumb, (io Molkus) Set your candle down and be off with 
vou. 






MA Datait tdl me conwade, yeftae yen got thu kg- frotat 
^mwcia* nne too. 
3rmmi, G0.J0 sleq>, I command yen. 



FbED. LaDT BRUlfBACH. 

■'ii- ■ ' " "4 ■ ' 

: Stnmi. Nov ss^ De kre duie. . ■ ™ .. 

¥rtd. (afidt) Wlut sh^ I siy ? 

Bnmi^ lam stnzipn to know, bovr it lu^ipens, tbatyott 9^ 
pear here, attfae my honriBwtBcbXai^ft8aH»i^lbiii2£ 
Mpdifatt iasostTa|ige» HHunes. 

Fral. Baron Pificlbuig ! — fw thM vtjr KaKn, Matfanwi ■ 
because I know that the power of your attra^tioW, ocMnd.' 
themselves even to a man, to wb«m I am in the nearest 
lelation. ^ 

Brumh. Neariy related to ytflU how is tliat ? 

Trid. Ah ! NUdajne ! you ■Sec in me a ball of &te,- an un- 
fortunate child of love. 
- Brumb.-A. bastaid. 

TriJ. Baron Bfielbung is my £uhcr. 

Braab. Your fiithei! -, 

FriJ, My mother was lus housckaeper, and ^rniethlDg more. 
, After her beauty £tded away, be tumed her off, tiw cruel man ; 
Ehe went into the wide world, and maintained her and me by 



Brumb, This is the consequence wben we leave the path of 

Frtd. I grew up and entered into mititary se%ice. — I have 
fMigkt in Russia agamst the Turks, and in Flanders agaia«l 
iLd Pftncli— The scars on my face are proofs of my valour. 
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JSramt* Was not your father moved by that ? 

FnJ. I have wrote to him maay lamentaUe lettenr, biit' lie* 
ver ieceivcd the least support. 

Brumb. f^j^^ the poor young fellow^ Ij^tyhim* 

Jr/v/. Ghancb ^t last brought me to tlus clty-^-^I learned^ ^t 
my father met with the fate of all who see you,' Madame; that 
he loved you, that be adored you. 

Brumb. A little less poetry, I beg. 

Fred. I heard at the same time, that you were the most ami- 
able, and beneficent Lady^ that ever wasipfmed by the maternal 
hand of Nature. A ray of hopes raised itself in my heart, and 
I resolved to direft myself to you. 

Brumb. But why just through the window ? and did' you 
not, in the darkness, speak of a beloved ? 

FreJ. Will you pardon me, that, deprived of all hope's, ever' 
to be allowed to approach you, I diredled myself to Lisette, 
your chan^ermaid ? and that I intended this night to cbhisiilt 
with her on the means, to gain your feeling heart in favour of 
a wretch who wishes to have to thank you for the alleviation of 
his miseries ? 

Brumb. Then it was Lisette Whom you expedled ? 

Fred* Whom else, Madame? It is Lisette that painteJ to 
me in heavenly colours the amiable pidltire of yout virtues ; it . 
is she who inspired me with hopes, that you would use tie 
power you have ovdr my father, in favour of a yOuth, who feels 
himself less miserable, since he is so near you. 

Brumb, (ajtdej The young man speaks well. {loud J 1 " 
promise you, to do something for you. '' . 

Fred, (kijjes ber band J Rejoice, poor Frederic ! the* beati-. 
tiful" BsU'oness Brumbach tikes your part. 

Brumb. 1 expedl your father every moment. You shall be 
witnes s f 

Fred. No I nb I I will ascribe it all to your power, and 
nothing to the impulse of hature. Permit me to take ihy leave. 
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Brumh. No, no, you ^11 stay. 

frtd. My father migh t' . *at the first sight of me- 

Brumb. I engage to put his head to rights* » 

Fred, I know him -he is headstrong* 

Brumi. Don't you know, that love can lead lions by a silken 
thread? 

SCENE XI. 

Muter PlFF£LBUR6« 

Piffl Here I am. Hail and lightning 1 this is a cold nighi. 
Ired^ (afide) Now, impudence, assit me ? 

I 

Brumb. Welcome, Sir. You are a fine bird. You never 
' told me Aat you had children ? 
• Biff. i?. Children? 

Brumb. That a son of yours ranges about in the world, X 
- prey to misery ? 

Piffm A son ? of mine ? 

Brumbm Indeed, a fine young man, well deserving to be taken 
notice of. 

Piff^ Are you jesting with me ? 

Brumb, Be ashamed ! do you know this youth ? 

Pif. I have never seen him in my life. 

Frea. Cat his feet) Yes, my father I Do not deny the voice 
of nature ! recognize in me your son, your unfortunate Fre- 
deric I 

Piff* What the devil ! are we playing a comedy ? 

Fred^ Ah I till now it has been a tragedy, it is to you to 
convert it into a comedy I take me into your paternal arms \ 
let the tears of parental love trickle upon my cheeks. 

Piff. Young man, are you mad ? ^ 

Fred. Your enielty will deprive me of reason. 

Brumbm Will you continue to shut up your heart against 
nature's tender feelings \ 
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Prf, The fellow is a fool, and makes a fool of me. 

Fnti* Do you hear it, Madame ? he disowns me I IVle, the 
son of his housekeeper, who loved him faithfully, and took 
disinterested care of his linen and kitchen. He desires my 
misery ! He desires my death 1 Cruel father ! to-morrow my 
bloody corpse will be found in the river 1 to-morrow tiie cry of 

woe will fall upon you I Ha 1 I already see the devil's claws 

stretched out to take hold of my poor sou l Away, away 
with you to hell ! (ajide) Stop a little, 1*11 plague you more 
yet. {Exit. 

Brumb, And you let him go ? 
' Piff. He may go to the devil ! The fellow is oUt of his mind. 
Why does the policfe not confine such vagabonds ? 

Erumh. Out of his mind ? No, Sir, he spoke very reasonable. 

Piff, But, hail and lightning 1 there is as little reason in this 
as in an air gun. He that has no housekeeper can have no 
son, and he that has no son cannot be a father, how ? 

Brumb. You deceive me. It is very probable that he belongs 
to you. 

Piff* Why then ? perhaps because he is a fine fellow ? 

Brumbm What reason can he have to pretend to be your son ? 

Piff^ St. Hubertus may know that. 

Mrumb. In the first place you are not rich. 

Piff. Alas 1 no. 

Brumb. In the second you are hard hearted. 

Piffm By all the elements ! lilust we then ered a foundling 
house, to gain the name of being tender hearted ? I cannot 
bear the hearts, on which every flower makes an impression, 
and eycry tear digs a liole. 

Brumb* What advanta|0^ then can he expe£l by such a de* 
ficption ? / ' 

Piff* I declare it once more^ that St. Hubertus may know 
that better than I. He is a p^fetty fellow indeed^ he has made 
fine progress in villainy. Who can know what he is aiming at. 
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Brmm6» But if he throws himself into the water ? 

Fif. No danger of that. 

Mrmmhm And is dead to-morrow ? 

Piffl Then I will he condemned, to shoot sparrows and to 
jffig mc^es all my life time.^ 

Brumh. I observe, sir, that you possess more cunning than I 
expedkd of yeu. 

Piff'. TIic devil take me, if I have more cunning than a shot 
of gunpowder. 

Brumi. Do you know that my chambermaid is acquainted 
with the young man ? 

Ptff'. That I believe. Chambermaids bav6 many acquaint- 
ances. 

ft 

Brumhm And consequently is able to unmask your hypocrisy. 
Ptffi My conscience is as blank as my fowling piece. 
Brumh. Vift shall soon hear that, (she opens the do0r ofhfr 
^fartmint) Liscttc \ are you in your bed ? 
J^f. (Mind the scene J No, Madame. 
Brnmi. Then come here fof a moment. 



. SCENE XII. 
Enter Lisette. 

tt/l Here I am. What are your commands'? 

BrumB. You are a pretty creature, you have nightly ren- 
dezvous. 

Li/. I, Madame ? 

Brum^ You let young fellows come in through the window. 

Li/, (afide) Oh Lord I Lord % 

Brumbm But, this time 111 excuse you, if you will openly 
confess : Where have you made acquaintance with that young 
man? \ 

Lif. Here in this house— —he was so friendl y . so com- 
plidsan t ■ n 
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Brumh. And how do you Taiow him to be the son of Baron 
Piffelbei^ ? 

Li/, (is CMfusid*) 

Ptjfm Out with it I I will know all. In short, I will not 
suffer that such a gallows bird shall declare himself to be my 
son. 

Li/, Has he then confessed it himself— that this gentleman 
is his father ? 

Brumh* He has. He has solicited my protedlion and cal* 
led you as a witness. 

Li/ Well, if he has disclosed the secret himself, I must 
confess, that he has indeed the honor to be very nearly related 
to Bairon Piffelburg. 

Piff, To the devil, but not to me f 

Brumb. There we have it. Have you evidence Lisette ? 

Li/ O yes— for— one dare not tell every thin g i 

Piff. Out of tlie bush I 

Brumh. Perhaps you know his mother ? 

Li/ His mother ?—— yes— «he is a distant relation of mine* 

Brumh, Now, Baron Piffelburg. 

Piff. Caltrops 1 fox draps I wolf's ditches ! I'll be shot with 
peas, if there is a single word of truth in all this gibberish. 

Brumk* A penitent confession might perhaps have gained my 
forgiveness. But no w what am I to think ? There are 
undoubtedly more such boys running about in the world— 
who knows, how many poor deceived damsals are sitting be- 
hind theu" spinning wheels, wetting, the flax wjth tlieir tears 
for your faithlessness. 

Piff. I'll be hanged, Madame, if my conscience is not sa 
pure, that I might find a hidden treasure. 

Li/ But X should not like to stand in the circle. . 
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SCENE XIII. 

Emtir Frederic (dresstd in lutrntn^s cUthtSt nuiib a v§il 

•ver hisfaci,) 

> 

Fred, (to Piffelhurg) Have I found ypu at last, faithless 
xnan ? Have I at last discovered your clandestine pradtices ? 

Brumb. What is that ? 

Lifm A new scene indeed. 

Frtdm Is this the reward for my fidelity and constancy ? I& 
this th^ way you fulfil your vows \ 

Ptf^ Thu^er and lightning I hav^ I then entered a mad- 
house? 

Brumh, Who are you, Madame ? What do you want ? 

fnd. Pardon, Madame, an unfortunate woman, who ha& 
been cruelly deceived. Thousand times has this gentleman 
vowed to me eternal love, thousand times has he promised ta 
marrj' pic. This ring he gave me as a pledge of his faith. 

(he uoeepi.) 

Brumh. Is it possible ! 

Fiff. Woman ! are you possessed with the devil ? 

Fredn So ? now I am possessed with the devil ? but when 
^u lay at my feet, and coaxed me out of my innocence, therf 
J was an angel. 

Fiff,, Satan's angel \ 

Fred* (njoeeping) And now you throw mc from you, now, 
when I carry the pledge of love under my hear t 

Fiff. Sirrah! another child! 

Brumb, I am petrified. 

Fred, Long since I have heard, that you walk on uneven 
ground, but I would not believe it ;^ I took the trouble of 
•watchmg you, and when you at midnight stole out of the 
house like a thief, I followed you. 

Fif, Woman! I'll tear your scandalous tongue out of your 
thro^it \ 
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Mrumh. Stop, Sir I I tako her under my prctte^^on. 

End* Dear Madame I you are generous and beautiful^ your 
s%ht alone can serve the traitor as anexcuse, 

Pijfl Satan I come but out doors, I break your neck, and 
put you in Bridewell. 

Friii, There you hear it.— Even his own flesh and blood he 
wo'nt spare. Ah I poor me ! what shall I' do I I dare not go 
from here, he will murder me ! 

' Pijf, Yes, you hawk! that I will ! you crows* jface I you 
night*hawk I 

Brumh. Be tranquil, Madame, you shall be protedled. Gro 
meanwhile to my daughter, there you are perfedUy secure* 

Fred. Ah ! Madame ! fame does not say too much of you, 
when it describes you as the most generous lady. 

Brumhm G)nduft her in Lisette, (stcretly) and let her out 
of the back door, here is the key. 

Lif. (jtifling a laugh J Very well, follow me Madame. 

Fred. (t9 Piffelburg) Farawell, you tyrant ! ah ! you still 
Wloved traitor I (Goes <witb Li/ette into the apartment.) 



SCENE XIV. 
Lady ^Brumbach. Piffelburg. 

Piff, So it goes, when one does not remain quietly in one's 
bed at midnight.— 'Tis all witchcraft. Satan has let loose 
seven evil spirits. 

Brumby You want.to persuade me th^ the devil is the father 
of your bastards ? 

Piff'. The devil suffocate me on the first cross road, if I ever 
have seen that woman in all my life, no more than that vil« 
lain, who with all the powers of hell, wants to be my son I 

Brumh. In short sir, all is over between us. 

Piff. Do but examine first. 



t 
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Sntmi* What is there to examine? heie a son and these .a 

^ oiistress. ' ^ 

J^tjf. The one deserves the gallows, and the otlierthe wheeL 
Jfrumim Then, to be suki thdr maintainance would not 

coit you any thing. 



SCENE XV, 
Entir LiSETTX. 

JUfi 'Ah ! Madame I what a misfortune 1 

Brm^. What is it? 

tjf. Ah ! I can say no inore ! 

Mrumh. Is the woman m a fit ? 

Ufi ^le has run away. 

Jhwmip So much the better. 

Li/. Andhastaken theyouqg lady ^th her. 

Pijf. Now we are paid for all. 

BrumL What ? speak ! 

Lifm When I opened the back-door — as you ordered — she all 
^t once threw away her clcSk and veil-— and then I saw she was 
a^oung gentleman^— and then I saw him take Miss Nannette 
in his arms, and like lightening ran off with her. 

Pijfm And the young gentleman was iN[ith child, ha ! ha 1 ha I 

Brumbm Couldn't you cry then ? 

Ztf.*\ waJs gmrig to cry— but he* drew a dagger-— and held 
it to my breast— and said my death should be the consequence^ 
if 2 made the least noise. 

Brumh^ Oh What an unfortunate mother am I ! What shall 
I do I My child I my only child ! 

Fiff, Have I not told you before ? it's all deceit. 

Brumh. Ah my dearest Baron Hffelbuig ! if you love me— 
hasten I fly !— in pursuit of ihc robber ! 

Ptff. So \ I thought it was all over between us \ 
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SrumL I have wronged you, forgive an unfortunate de- 
ceived mother. 

Piff. Will ypu many me then, if I fetch lum back again ? 

Brumb. Yes ! yes ! 

Plff. Done I I'll see whether I can scent the hare ^hc 

will take a round-about course, but I will follow him to the 
bed, where he jumped out from. (Exit,) 

Brumb, Away Lisette ! call Mclkus ! he also shall go on 
,the high road, and you too ! take the patrol with you ! get 

the gates shut ! run ! run I ah 1 I could tear the hairs 

from off my head ! (runs to her apartment) 

Lif. Yes, if she had any to tear out. (Exit lastgbtng.) 

END OF THE SECOND ACT. 



JCT III. SCENE L 



(th'e comj^on hall in the inn. Nigbt,) 

Kankette comes running from Fredericks cbamber* Fre- 
deric foUo^TAJs ber* 

Frod, Why not ? 

Hann* I don't know why, but my feeling tells me, that it 
is unbecoming. 

Fred, Is it then more becoming here ? '" , 

Nann, In an open hall, where people pass every moment 
fhere is no danger. 

Fred. What danger then is there in my room ? 

Nunn, I don't know, but when I am alone with you there, 
my heart beats. It beats here too but not so mucli. 

Fred. Well ? and is the heart-beating a sin then ? 

Nunn* I don't know, but I had a governess, who used to 
say ; shun every thing that makes your heart beat and drives 
the blood to your face. 
Fred» She most likely, had a fedcd heart and not a drop of 

Wood. 
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Nann* Pray, fetch a light. 

Fnd. Are you afraid of ghosts ? 

Noun, Sometimes, but not when you arc with me. 

Frtd. Why then shall I fetch a light ? 

Nann» Why I why ! you continue asking why ? and I da 
jiot know it. But there is something -within me that whispers : 
beg him, to fetch a light. 

Fred*. But what says that something, if I refuse it you? 

Nann. Then it becomes uneasy. 

Fred, Your bright eyes, give light enough for me. 

Nantf* Whoever seeks darkness, wants to do wrong. 

Fred. Can we do nothing wrong at candle light. 

Nann* No, we are ashamed of ourselves. 

Fred* Consider only, dear Nannette, if we had a light—- 

I 

three stepg from here lives your Mama, how soon we might be 
surprised and betrayed. 

Nann* Ah my God, I almost wish to be betrayed. 

Fred. You don't love me then? 

Nantt. O yes, I am heartily attached to you ; but that w6 
are so alone together, is certainly not right, 

Fred. Have you not promised to become my wife ? and may 
not husband and wife be alone together. 

Nann. Yes, husband and wife may, but we are not husband 
and wife yet. 

Fred. A few hours only, and we shall be so, as soon as day- 
light appears. 

Nann. Ah 1 I wish it would appear I 

Fred. Your impatience will spoil all. We shall be swr- 
prised, you will be torn away, and lost to me forever. 

JNann. I shall remain faithful to you, indeed I shall. 

Fred. Have compassion on my impatience, come to my room. 

Nann. Rather into the street, or the market. 

Fred. Singular girl ! If a girl runs away with a man, she 
may as well go to his room too. 
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Nann. Have I then run away with you ? ah ! that was stupid 
of me. 
Frtd. Do you repent that step ? 

N^ann, Almost. What will you think of me ? You must 
believe me to be very thoughtless ; indeed it is the first time" 
I have run away with a man. 

Fred, (smiling) I willingly believe you. 
Nmnn.. You have surprized nj^e, so, that I know not how. it 
happened. ' 

Fred. All disquietude will be gone to morrow. J\ist now 
something comes into my head, which will obviate your delicii- 
cy. I will lead you to my tutor's apartment. 
Nann, To the apartment of a man t 
Frtd. Of a man of fifty. 
Nann,. Whom I know not* 
Fred. I shall stay with you. 
Nann, But he will sl^<^> and we sh^ll still be alpneb 
Fred. Droll girl ; he has a night lamp before liis bed. 
Nann* And if he wakes i 
Fred, Then I present to him my bride. 
Nann, It would be better he did not sleep at all. 
F^ed, (smiling) Agreed. I will wake him. 
Nj$nn, Go tbei}. 
Fred, Accompany me. 

Nafinf Np>^ you mus^ w^kj^ hiin^ ^^, ^i^d then he n^ust^ 
fetch zne. 

Fred, Even that— but I do not like to leave you here a- 
lone-r-yet it is done in. two miputes. Dp npl; mox,e, and^if 
any one pass th^^ hall, keep your breath, (he enters the room.) 
Nann, (alongJ,ilvft I then an)r breath left? It is^ tq ipe 
as if I cou]d ript, repose at all— I tremble lil^e a leaf^ — Why 
did my governess say; The wicked only tremble J—Jiut qiy 
heart telk ne, that love is npthfng^ bad. 

H 
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SCENE II. 

Lady Brumbach (comes foftly out ofhtr room,) Methinkt 
I heard somebody talk, (Itftening) No, all is quiet-^My 
God ! how much anxiety and grief this wicked girl of mine, 
causes me 1— Let me only get her again, I will soon confine 
her in a Convent. (r$'enters ber room.) 

Nann* In a Convent ?— Ah ! then TU rather go to the Ba- 
ron's apartment. 



SCENE IIL 
Enter Frederic, and Felsk in bis ntgbt go*wn, 

Tred» Here, dear Mr. Felix, here is the dear bashful girl. 

Fel, Frederic ! Frederic ! What have you done ? 

Frid» Ask rather, what «wi// you do ? I will marry her. 

FeL After such an aftion, you mufl indeed. 

Fred, My God, I do not desire it otherwise. Do but turn 
your lamp and look at her face. 

Nann, Dear strange sir, have pity on my innocence ! be 
my father ! 

FeL A father, my child, is easier deceived than a mother. 
Nann, (to Frederic) Do you hear it ? he reproaches me. 
Ah ? it goes through my heart ? I will return to my mother. 
She will confine me in a Convent— there I shall constantly 
weep— but here I can't be happy either. 

Fred, Dear Mr. Felix 1 listen to the voice of the. purest 
innocence I if ever you have loved me, assist me 1 

Feh I pity your weakness, still more the inexperience of 
this good girl. I will assist you, but on one condition. 

Fred, I agree to any. 

Feli You must at day-break throw yourself at her mo- 
ther's feet, and beg for her blessing. 
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Frtd. Willingly ! willingly ! * 

FeL Till then this young lady remains under my protcc- 
tiom 

Nann. Ah, now I become easier. 

FeL Will you trust yourself to me ? 

Nann* With joy ! you appear to be so good, so honest, I 
have confidence in you. 

FeL Go then, dear child, into this room, I follow you im- 
mediately. 

Fred. Go Nannette, and slumber if you can. 

Nairn, I slumber ? feel how my heart beats. I felt so but 
once in my life, when I had the small-pox, and then I could 
not sleep at all. (Exit*) 

Fred* Do not leave the poor timorous girl alone. * 

F^L But one word more, young man ^Maiden's honour 

is like polished steel — a breath, and it looses its lustre. 

Fred. Not by the breath of love. 

FeL Just by that the soonest. _ This girl se^ms to be, a 
spotless lamb. If this should be one of your, love intrigues ; 
if you were capable, to sacrifice her after three days to a fancy— • 

Fred. Never ! 

FeL I hope it not, for I know your heart— But I must de- 
clare to you, that in such a case, I would immediately quit; 
you, and call your father's curse upon you I 

Fred, To-morrow she is my wife I 
' FeL. As soon as the mother conscnta she is your wife. 



SCENE IV. 

Lady Brumbach (comes once more to the door,) 

It still seems to me— My God I a ghost I (sbutf the door 
Mind her. J 

Fred. This was the old one. 
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Ftih How am I— Methinks I know the voice. 

•Fred* Have you «vcr heard" tire Crocking of the crows. 

FeL Now 1*11 go to the poor timorous creature. You stay 
meanwhile, where you can, and do -not appear before me till 
you have gained the maternal consent. (Exit.) 

Fred. That will be a di£5cult matter. Yet Inmst make the 
experiments— When a powerful prince has an appetite to a pro- 
Tince, he begins, by taking possession of it. and the ti*eaty of 
peace follows of course. Nannette is in my power, that's the 
main point :— .And if Lady firumbach was the devil's grand- 
mother, her claws shall never tear her from me again. But 

what shall I do with myself just now ? To my bride I dare 
not gx), sleep, I cannot, and pray, I will not. Nothing is 
so tedious, as the languor of a 'lover— The hour creeps, we 
Ibllow h, we pass it, we wink— all in vain ! It creeps the 
pace of snails.-^-;-^— We want to ciEury it forwards — ^Ah ! it is 
as heavy as lead. Wc put widicis to tlie carriage, they won't 
draw ; whip it with the nettles df impatience, it won*t proceed. 
Accompanied by prayers and curses, it at last arrives at its des- 
tination. The lover embraces his brides—and then the next 

hour runs as if it was mad No cry of halt can stop it, no 

wish'overtake it I it runs along! along into eternity 1-:: and 

sometimes jt takes ioVe away with it. 



^CENE V. 
LisETTK (comes timerousf^ through the middle door*) 

Fred. Is there not something moving ? (be cougbf,) 

Lif. H*m! h'ml 

Fred. That's a Woman's cough„(^/« a tonv njoice) from what 

beautiful breast docs this b'm proceed ?■ 'No answer ? « 

Hush ? hush ! 

lif Hush I hush I 
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Trtd. What beautiful lips -does this- hush cwnc-from ? 

Z(/I Is it you, Baren ? 

Frtd. Baron? there are many Barons/ wlikhl^fthem^lo you 



mean ? 



hif. Baton Wellinghorst, 

•^Fr/^. You have hit It. -And' you? 

Llf, I am Lisette. 

FreJ»» Ah Lisette 1 is it you? come, let nie embrace you. 
-You come quite apropos, to help me pa§sing my tink, 

Li/. Where is my young Lady ? 

Fred. Secure enough with iriy Tiiter. -Biit where are you 
driving about, at midnight ? 

Lif, Lady Brumback hasscnt meoutto-'s^rdi'foryou. 

Fred. Have you found nie then ? 

Lt/. Do not jest. I know not \yhat to do. 

Fred. Stay V'ith me. 

Lif. Bring me to my young- lady. 

Fnd. That won't 80. 

iSf -"Why not ? 

i'ViSk, She is with my tutor, an old peevish man. 

Lif. ySf God ! Shall I then return to lady Brumbach ? 

Fred. "Who compels you t-hen ? 

Lijl She will scold, bawl, grumble, aiid heaven protedt me, 
if slie finds out that I have favoured your rojuery. 

Fred. Be tranquil. I declare you, in this solemn hour, by 
virtue of ray matrimonial power, as the well advis^-d chiir.bci- 
maid of my wife, from this liour to all eternity, and as a token 
of my sincerity, I give you this kiss as earnest money. 

Lif. (opfofing bim) This is stolen money j it belongs to 
your bride. . 

Fred. Take it, I recoin this piece of money every minute. 

Lif. It is good for nothing, where love does not make the 
impression, jest aside. Baron, I enter into your service. 'iU 
but just, for youiiave brought me into thi;^ dilemma. 
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Ferd. Well then) I will get you out of it, 

ITtf. That is not the question. But where can I go to^ 
now ? now, this moment ? On the right hand is hell, (pointing to 
La^ Brumbacb*s room) and on the left Satan, (pointing to 

Frederic»J 

Fni. How would that be^ if you was to go to purgatory till 
jnoming ? 

Lif. How is that ? 

Fred. See, there in the wardrode, I use to get my hair dres- 
sed. Some old cloaks are hanging there. In one comer stands 
an umbrella, and m the other a lanthem* Will you stay there 
till morning ? 

Lif* Rather than with the old witch. 

Fred. Come then, 1*11 carry in a chair, and at daybreak Nan* 
nette shall relieve you. ^ 

Idf. A fine opportunity to refle^ons of penitence* 

Fred. As long only as one is alone. "* 

(be leads her to the wardrobe} T 

Lif. My God, it is as dark here as in a grave. ^T' 

Fred. Your black eyes will give you light. .^•.^.• 

Lif. I am not a cat. Sir. -^ 

Fred. There, sit down upon this chair, and be as quiet as a 
mouse.— Good night my pretty Lisette. (he clofes the door) 
Now I'll creep about the house, like a ghost. I will hear eve- 
ry mouse behind the paper hangings, and every worm in the 
wainscoat. [£';?//.] 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Molkus, coming through the middle door. 

Molk. I would rather pursue a hare than a lover who Ains 
away with his girl. A race horse has but four legs, but such a 
fellow has wmgs. - ■ J have been running about half the night 
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in wind and rain. My sound leg is tired, and the wooden one 
covered with mud* I can do no more. For me they may run 
to the Arabian deserts, and eat Locusts, like St. John, — If I 
go to the old dragon and make my report, I shall jump out of 
the flying pan into the fire. I'll rather encamp here for the 
night, no matter how it goes, (befits down upon an arm chair) 
Hang it ! it is as soft as if it had been made for a gouty man, — 
Thank God, I can have the gout but in one leg— Ah ! now I 
feel again comfortable and warm ■ (gaps) and powerful 

sleep is creeping on, ■ It an*t a bed, to be sure,, ■ but 

after such a fatigue — — When in the seven years war, — 
I stood on an out-post ^ — — there sometimes I would — lay 

on my musket — — — . and nod nod • (he murmurs afenjn 

more unintelligible njoordsy and then falls asleep,) 



SCENE VIL 
*; £«/^r PiFf ELBURG, yLoi,KXiS^ fieeping. 

Piff* All my greyhounds wo*nt overtake this hare. That's 
»n old fox^who has often been at it. We must encircle him 
and hunt him up, or he will get off clear, and 'eat the chicken 
up, without mercy, A whole hour I have been upon the trot 
through thick and thin. What have I gained by it ? wet feet, 

psdn in my ears, and the gout in my arms, Shall I let the 

old one wash my head into the bargain? No, no, I'll stay 
here till daylight, and attempt to sleep a little on one of the 
chairs, (He fumbles about » and touches the chair on fwhich 
Molkusfieeps.) Aye, aye, here is a chair. Now let us try 
whether an old huntsman, after such a fatigue, can fall asleep 
without rocking. ( He fits upon Moikus*s lap , ) 

MolL (luakcs) Heigh, there I The night-mare hai got 
hold of me I 

Piff* Thunder and lightning I what's that ^ 
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MM, (endrtUs him nvith both bis arms J I have him I I 
hsve him ! 
Piff. Satan, let me go ! 

Molk, The robber is caught 1 * 

Piff, All good, spirits, praise out Lord ! 
Molk, Bring light I light I 
Piff, You are theprince of darkness ! 
Mdk. I shan't let you go ; where is the young lad^ \ 
Piff. Satan's claws^ leave me I 



SCENE: yilL 

Entir Fredkric, (drtJtsed as a butler, humpbacked , stuttering^ 
nvith a plafier over §ne eye, and a candle in bis band.) 

Fred, What noise is this? Gentlemen, what are you 
about ? 

Pif. Ah, Molkus ! is it you ? 

Molk. Ah, Baron Piffelburg I Is it you ? I thought you 
were that robber. 

Piff, I thought, you were the devIL 

Molk* Why d?d you sit down on my lap ? 

Piff, I would rather be on Abram's lap than sit again oi^. 
yours* I am so terrified that all my limbs tremble ! 

Fred* I am only employed in this house since yesterday, but-; 
if it be every night so noisy, the devil take such employ I what, 
do you want here at so late an hour ? 

Molk, I was running after the eloped young lady, 

Fred, Hopping after her you meant to say. 

Piff, I did the same. 
^ Fred, Have you caught her then ? 
. Piff, Ask me rather whether I could outrun a hare ? 

Molk. Who knows in what ambush she has fortified herself ? 

Fred, But if I should know it I 

^0 
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' Piff. You ? 

"Molk. You? 

Fred. You mtlst not betray me, 

Piff. By no means. 

jf<?/if, Liet us hear then. 

Wred. TlSe young jpeopl'e are stili hfai in this house. 

Piff. and Molk. Wherb ? Where ? 

Fred. Do you stc the dining room ? 

P^. Well? 

/Vr^. There they are hot. 

Plff", Proceed, proceed. 

Freii. And there is the wardrob e 

Molk. Weil ? 

Fred. . There they are neither. 

Piff* Scoundrel, do we want to know where they are liot ? 

Fred. Patience ! patience I if they are not yet there, they 
may come to it. 

Piff. Think you then, they will 

Fred. I heard whispering. When all is quiet in the house, 
the young gentleman intends to put her into the wardrobe. 

Molk. Into the wardrobe ? a fine ambush. 

Fred. But tlie young lady objeds to it. She s^S?|:jk was 
too dark there, tco solitary. 

Piff. Where then does she mean to stay ? 

Fred. In the dining room. 

Ptff. Then we must be in ambush there. * 

Fred. But the young gentleman insisted on the wardrobe. 

Molk. Then we must take our post there. 

Fred. But the young lady insisted on the dining room* 
No, said he, no, said she, yes, no, yes. 

P/^ Thunder and lightning ! who then carried the point at 
last? ' ' ' 

Fred. See now, I think so : be attentive. If yoiwoth go 
)jito the wardrobe, and tlie young lady does fftf/'cStne then 

I 
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Molk. Then Vc wait in vain. • 

Fred. Quite right. But if you both go to the dining room, 
and the young lady goes to tlie wardrobe 

Piffl Then we are hum'd. 

Fred, You have guessed it. But if one of you hides himself 
here, and the other there^ then she cannot escape you. 

Plff". Bravo ! it is to me as if I had caught her already. 

Fred, Only keep her fast. 

P'ff. Be not concerned. 

Molk. I will take post in the diniug room. , 

Ptff. Do so, and at the first noise I'll xonic to your assist- 

« 

once. 

Moik. That*s right. The allied army forms a line. 

(He goes to the ditting room.) 

Frtd. Off with you to tlie wardrobe. 

Piff. Give me the light. 

Fredm God forbid ! If a light was seen, nobody would enter. 

PiJ\ It is not haunted, I hope ? 

Fred. Ha I ha ! ha ! By fine girls sometimes. 

Piff, Fine girls are not always good spirits, (He goes to the 

'wardrobe.) 

Fred. So. Now you may sit there till broad day-light. 
(looks at his watch) Three o'clock. Creep, creep, creep, you 
leaden hours ! But a time will come, in which I will dance 
with you through the world ! 



SCENE IX. 

Ejitir Lady Brtjmbach. 

Brumh. (coming timorously out of the door) Thank God ! 
there is light. Tell me, my good jFriend, is not tliis house 
haunted ? 

Fred* How so ? 
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Brumb* Wiave heard a strange noise. 

/iJrJf.^The catsi 

Brumh* I have ^n a figure^ a hideous ghost. 

Fred* (afidej She most likely was before her looking glass. 

Brumh* I have sent out all my people ; be so kind to stay 
■with me. 

f Fred. Cheerfully, Madame, what company could be more . 
agreeable than yours ? 

Brumb* Have you heard any thing of my daughter ? 
• Fredm Of your daughter ? Well 

Brumb* You shrug your shoulders ? spe»k I . 

Fred* I know very well 

Brumb. What do you know ? « 

Fred. That she has run away* 

Brumb. That I know too. 

Fred, I met them on the stairs. 

Brumb. And have not stopped them ? 

Fred* If I was to stop every one I meet on the stair*—— 

Brumbm But my God ! you well saw— 

Fredm What have I seen ? a young lady with a young gentle- 
man. Nothing new, I am sure, in an inn. 

Brurnh, Where are they gone then ? 

Fred* Between us, I believe, they are in this house yet. 

^r»«^. -In this house? My good friend, I'll reward you, if 
you assist me in catching them. ^■ 

Fred. I do it willingly without reward. Please to go ta ths 
dining room. 

Brumb. Well \ * 

m 

**Fred, There on the left hand you will find a.dbor, leading 
to a Idng passagb)' where a lamp is burning. 

Brumb, Proceed. 

Fred. You then go^.to the end of the passage, where you 
will find a 'small- stairs. 

Brumb. Ttere I step up ? 
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Fred. No) no, you step down^ and then you Mk all at once, 
in the )rard. 

Brumb. And what shall I do there \ • 

frti. What you please* 

Brumh. Blockhead. I l^t where shdl I find my daughter ? 

FreJm You cross the yard^ and leave the cow stable at your 
left. 

Brumh. If I wanted an ox, I had not far to look for it. 

FreJ, At the farther end you will see the laundry. 

Brumbm Is she there ? 

Frti* God forbid !— but at the side of the laundry 

Bramh. Well ? at the side oithe laundry ? 

Fr$d. Is a Mangle-house. 

Brumh. There she has hid herself ? 

Fred, Perhaps so. ' 

Brumh. At last ! I will put on my cloak. My friend, you 
f hall ^o with me. 

Fred* Willingly. 

(Lady Brumhackgoes to her room.) 

Frfd. (alone) I accompany you, old diagon ? No, I am 
not inclined to wade with you in the dung puddle. I have dis- 
. posed of all my good friends, now they may find the way them- 
selves, (be puts the candle on the table , and runs off,) 

Brumhm (returns in a fur cloak) Here I am again 

Now ? Where is the fellow ? ^Indeed, he left me and his 

reward. No matter, since I know where to find my runaway 
daughter. Dining room, passage, stairs, yard, cow stable,laundr)^, 
"Mangle-house,— right ! — shall I take the candle Avlth me, or 
leave it here ? In the dining room it's dark, but in the passage 
burns a lamp. Better I cieep hi the dark, and appear sudden- 
ly among them, like Peter the great among the conspirators, if 
only 1 do not meet the ghost. (She goes into the dining room. 

Soon after Molkus is heard crying,) 
Molk, I have her ! I have her I 



J^rtfji»4« ^9|l|^* ^^^P* 

Afo/f • wiat help ! l^^ms^ ^1 Ijejg sopn cijpjj^h. Out of. the 

hole! 

■ 

SCENE X. 

MoLKUS (holding Lady Bjrumiach in his armt thffwttt^doer 
efitt viiiib his foot t anJa'ies whilst hi carrits her out^J 

I have her ! I have her ! 

Brumh. (recognizing Molkus) Molkus, what possesses jiDtt ? 

MolL (looks at his primes lets her go in consternation ^ iuesi 
remains standing before her wtb staring eyes. 
Brumh. Are you drunk agjain ? 
Moik, It seems so ; beiwitdied at least. 
Piff. (within) I have her I I have her ! 
Lif Help I Help I 
Brumh. What's that ? 

Molk. He has got hold of her^ if the devil does not play hiin 

» 

a trick too. 

Pijf, (within) Resist as much as you please, I shall hold 
you fast. 
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PiFFELBURG* (holding Lifette in his armSf pushes the door 
open ivith his foot, and cries, bringing her out) 

I have her 1 I have her I 

Brumb. Baron Piffelburg, what does tliat mean ? What are 
you doing with my chan^bermaid ? 

Piff. (Looks at his prize, drops Lifette, and stand^ stming,) 

Brumhm On what chace have you: been ? 

Piff. Seemingly on the witch chace. 
. Brumb. I am auite petrifiedt hf\ three of you I have sent 
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out, aiMl.aow find you at home ? My pretty BsRn Hffclbui;^, 
what business have you in the wardrobe I 

Pijfm I was on the look out. 

Brumh* And you, Molkus, what had you to do in the dining; 
room \ 

MM. I lay in ambush. ' 

Brumh. And you, impudent girl ? 

Li/. I — I wanted to mend the laces, in which your ladysliip 
tore holes at the last ball. 

Brumb. • To mend laces in the dark ? fine indeed ! And 
yini^ Baron PlfFelburg, are not ashamed at all ? • 

Fiff. And for what then ? That the devil plays hide and go 
geek in your house ? 

Brumb» Is this the friend in need ? is tliis your love ? instead 
of pursuing my daughter, I find youVith my chambermaid in a 
suspicious comer ? 

Piff. Thund:- and lightning I the devil fetch you and your 
daughter ! I am tired of it I The moment I put my feet in your 
house, Satan sets all his evil spirits loose. There comes a 
damned fellow and calls me father ; another scoundrel pretends 
to be my mistress, and at last, when I hold your danghter fast, 
she converts herself into Lisette. Is it not all a comedy ? It 
can*t be worse on the Block's mountain *• No, Madame, Fam 
your hum.ble servant. I will rather eat potatoes and turnips 
between the ruins of my castle, than to Aiarry into this family 
of witches. \Exit^ 

Brumh. Ah ! what an unfortunate woman I am ! My daugh- 
ter is eloped ; my lover runs off ; all, all leave me in the lurch. 

MolL I see clearly, that the spy has deceived us. 

Brumh, But come. I know where Nannette is concealed. Take 
the light, Molkus, follow me through the passage, into the yard, 
into the cow stable, into the laundr)^, i.ito the Mangle-house. 

Milk. God preserve us ! she is crack-brained. 

* A plicc which Po«ts say to be the rendezvous of Witches. 
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SCENE XIL 
Enters Frederic (in his frofer appearance.) 

Fred, (throws himself at the feet of Lady Brumbash.) Stay, 
Madame, and excuse the love, which is the cause 'of all this 
confusion. 

Brumh, Who are you sir ? What is your desire ? 

Fred* I am the man, who ran away with your daughter. 

Brumh, And you venture to appear before me ? 

Fred, Permit me to make good my transgression* I an 
Baron Willinghorst, the only heir of a rich house 

Brumim And if you were the heir of the Emperor of Abys- 
sinia— 

Fred, I love your daughter, your daughter loves me 

Brumh. In a Convent between two walls she shall atone 
for her disobedience. 

. Fred, No^ this feeling heart will not forever be immovea- 
kle ; those lovely lips were made, but to pronounce blcssmg. 

Brumh. Flattery ? away with you, •sir I 

Fred, Pardon I 

Brumh, Curse ! 

Fred* Your daughter at least. 

Brumh, As soon as I have broke her neck. 

Fred, Will you drive me to despair. 

Brumh, Yes, sir I I wish you would go to hell in despair. 

Fred, You are not serious. 

Brumh. (difdainful) I do not jest with children. 

Fred. Child ? I am then indeed your cliild ? 

Brumh, My satan you are ! be off ! 

Fred. I shall not rise, till you give me your beautiful 
hand as a token of reconciliation. 

Brumh. Then you may lay there till the end of time. 
Fred, Well Madame ! I shall lay here till the sun extin- 
guishes, and the earth is torn from its poles. 
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Brvmh, Be sparing with your hyperboles. I shall never 
^ve my daughter to a man, "who begins lus suite by deprive 
ing an innocent girl of her lionor. 

FreJ. Of har honor? 

Smmi, Who intended to cover my black luur iRrith grief 
and shame. 

Fred. With shame, Madame ? 

Brumh. I hope you won*t endeavour to make me believe, 
th«t it was iMnorable for a young girl to run away with a 
young feUow lit midni^t, and to hide herself with hinl, God 
kooiM where i 

FnJm You wrong me. ^iss Nannette is tinder the ])xo* 
te£tion of a venerable old man, my Tutor. 

firumb. So ? a pretty Tutor I 

Fnd. He himself will assure you, that your daughter's 
hbnor and innocence have been treated with the greatest deli« 
cacy, and that I even durst not see her during the whole night. 
(he rises and opens the door of his apartment, J Come Nanrictte I 
come dear Mr. Felix I assist me in softening the obdurate tba- 
temal heart. 

SCENE XIII. 

Enter NANifETtfc and F£Ll3c. 

Brumh. (crying loud) Ah ! my husband ! 
FeL By all the devils ! my wife ! 
Brumh, Is it you, Charles I 
'» Fel Is it you, Salomeh ? 

Fred, What means all this ? 

Brumh, Are you not dead yet ? 

FeL Alas! no. 

Li/* (ajide) A tender meeting. 

Brumh. Have I not cited, you in all the newspapers J, 

FeU Did not I go out of your way ? 
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tif. (^fidi) Now she has all at once a husband. 

Ired. (to Felix) If I understand right, this lady is your 
■wife \ 

Felix. Alas I yes I 

Nann> (to her mother) Dearest mama ! is this •gentleman 
my father ? 

Brumb, Alas I yes. 

Li/* How moving and edifying I 

Nann. (emhrujctng Felix) My father ! What unexpedlcd 

joy I 

FeL My good child, you lielp me to support the psesegcp 
of your mother. ^ '♦ ■ A 

Fred, O now we are all relieved at once ? Dear Mr. FeliJXj' 
from you I expecl my sentence. v 

Felix* Yes, dear Frederic, she is yours. I know your heart. 
The wine is yet fomenting, but it is good. Indeed, dear Naci» 
nette, you often will- have to exercise your patience. 
Nann* I'll have patience, dear papa. ' . 

Brumb, Very well, Charles, you may do as you please, she 
is your daughter. But you are mistaken if you think that I 
shall ever be your wife again. I have cited you in all the pa- 
pers, and we have been formally divorced for your malicious 
desertion, as the lawyers call it. The consistory has wrote full 
twelve sheets about it, and put a large seal under it, 

FeL I have not the least objedlion against it. Take, if you 
please, three husl)ands more, and get divorced three times more. 
My property you may keep, for the sake of the amiable daugh- 
ter you have given me. 

Brumb, We may meet in company with propriety ? 
FeL O yes. 

Brumb. And I never shall make the least mention of what 
I suflfercd with you. 
FeL Nor I neither. 

K 
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Brumi. Then, mts chers enfaus^ I will not withhold fronr 
yeu my blessing any longer. 

< FeL God's blessing be upon yoii I and with tears in my eyes, 
I conjure you— Do. not follow the example of your parents. 

Fredm Dearest Nannette ! you are mine I 

Natm* Dear Father I 

FeL Now children, you must separate. You, Nannette, 
go with your mother, and you, Frederic, follow me, 

Nann. I am not sleepy at all. 

FrtJt. Nor I neither. ., 

teL To-morro^ children, to-morrow your wishes shall be 
crowned. — ^^Good night, Madame. 
\ Brumh^. Good night, sir^ ^ 

Fred* Sleep well, dear Nannette. 

Nann. Sleep wdl, dear Frederic. 
^ELix, and LadyBauMBACH fmake the usual courfnies, Fre* 
ieric mnd Ndnnettc throw kisses to each other y all go to their 
apartments, J 

MolL A singular^SftctB^ifce. 

Li/. Now Molkus,^qMwagted to marry me last evening. 

Moik. I was druiipHH^ f Exit, J 

Li/* (alone J So ? aft d is not the young gentleman drunk 

too ? Aye, aye, I fear, in four weeks, he will be sobdr 

enough. 
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DKAMAtJS FJOtSONA^ 



Van Snarl, a rifh Merchant. 
TiLMAN ToTVUf his Book-kuper. 
Adelbbrt, a Polander lodging in Van Satrl's House* 
Lkopolo, Brother to Van Snarl, 
NicoLASi iSeroM^ to Vao Snarl. 
Hani Wxi;tiAiMti k^Mj^ n /tittor /« 

Snarl's daughter. 



JosxpHXNE, Van Snarl's duughteu 

Louisa, supposed daughter of Mrs* Rose, house-keeper tp 

Van SnarU 
Mrs. Ro SB, house-keeper to Von SnarL 
£llen, a villager. 

SC£N£, a Soa-Port in Germany. ^4^ - 
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* INDIGENCE 

AND 

NOBLENESS OF MIND. 



ACT L SCENE L 

A Parlour .• at the back are Doors with glass Pannels^ 
through which is discovered a large Co mp ling- House , 
where several clerks are writing. 



H 



Nicolas laying the breakfast on the table. 



.0 W plaguy cross my master is before breakfast ! not 
a good word comes from his mouth till he has put a roll 
down his throat — (piles up rolls on a plate) — It is no lit- 
tle matter that brings him into temper. He will make as. 
much havoc among these rolls, as a stage coach would 
with six insides. Oh, here he comes — now I shall get 
my trimmings, because I asked for a bit of lace to my 
coat. ** My itiaster opens his eyes and his mouth at the 
same moment in a morning, and between hunger and ill 
temper, snaps at everything he sees." 

Enter Van Snarl. 

V, 5«. And so you must have lace to your coat ! you 
impertinent puppy ! to givcme^(7«r opinions ! 

Nic. I did not mean any tl.iiig, Sir. • 

V. Sn. And what do you speak for, if you donV^iean 
anything ? hold your tongue at once — that's thj^hortest 
way ot saying nothing. !^ 

Nic. 1 did not look on it as how you woul/i be dngry. 

V. Sn Who says I'm angry ? — Rascal, ;.f you did not 
know the sweetness of my temper, you W(nild not dare to 
open your lips : always trying to vex me and spoil my 
temper ! But I will be quite happy and easy, I'm deter- 
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mined, in spite of you all. Til be placid — I'll be serene, 

— ril be meek — I'll be (turns to the table and 

speaks in a passion) — plague on you — what do you bring 
me this heap of dry rolls for ? Fetch a muffin. 

Nic, Yes sir [aside) I wish he would begin to eat — no- 
thing cures his ill humor like plenty of rolls and muffins. 
V^ Sn. [pours out tea) If a man can lay up an hundred 
thousand pounds, and not have a right to his own way of 
thinking at least, there's an end to every thing at once. If 
I had not the sweetest temper in the world (Nicholas re- 
turns with several m^iffins) — Where's the muffins — Pup- 
py I you don't think my liveries handsome enough ! 

Y^'y-Q call these muffins ? Butter a roll or two. Don't let 
me see you open your (begins eating muffins J mouth again, 
sirrah. 

Nic. [aside]' I don't dare answer till he has swallowed. 
V. Sn, (having swallowed his morsel) Do you starve ? 
Nic. [observing that he had eat) No, we know better 
how to follow our master's example. We be main well 
as to the inside lining. " But — lud ! Sir — there's our 
neighbor's servants be as fine as so many puppets at the 
wax work. 

" V. Sn. Yes, and live on the same diet as puppets at 
the waxwork. Go down into the kitchen, you rascal, 
and stop your mouth." 

Nic. what answer be I to give the Polandish gentle- 
man, that lodges up stairs ? 

V. Sn, What ! now you want to plague me again ! 
Nic. He have been waiting this half hour to know if 
you be at leisure. 

V. Sn. Well, I cannot hurry my breakfast for him — 
Zounds ! you don't let me swallow my victuals. What 
ht use of money if one cannot be hsppy at one's meals ? 
(NicSi(t^ S^^^gJ What are you [peevishly J going away 
for befoKp I have done speakmg r Probably Mr. Adel- 
bert wants^lV'^ pay bis rent — so, as soon as I've eat this, roll 
tell him I'm V leisure- Go— and don*t open your lips. — 

V (Nicolas bows and exit,) 

V. Sn, (takviJZ a large lit of 7nuffin) Laced liveries ! — 
no, no— solid coi<ifort ior me. On, here's my lodger. 
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Enier Adelbert, in a Polish dress. 
AdeL Mr. Van Snarl, I come to wait on you- 



V. Sn. Rent in hand — strict to your word^ eh ? Tm 
glad to see it. It's not always the case with gentlemen of 
small fortune. 

Ade/. With gentlemen oi every fortune -They profess ,^: 
an obligation over which wealth has no influence. 

V. Sn. Aye ! what's that ? 

AdeL Honour. 

V. Sn. I should not like my rent in that coin : Honour ■ 
makes a good cabinet medal, but won't pass on 'Change. * 

AdeL In my country, in Poland, it will — I haves een it 
too in England, at the call of friendship or humani- 
ty, accepted and endorsed for a man's whole estate. 

F. Sn. Psha ! why d'ye plague me about England ? — 
People love to praise every country but the country they 
live in. 

AdeL I'm afraid I disturb you. , 

V> S?i, No, no, sit down ; a punctual tenant is never any ^r ^ 
disturbance. Only that rascal Nicolas has been trying tg^;'^ 
spoil the sweetness of my temper. Puppy 1 wants a ^/aS^^ " 
ry with a bit aflace [imitates Nicolas) as if he could eat 
lace ! (forced lau^h) ha — ha — as if he could eat lace, eh, 
Mr. Adelbert ! Now you're a sensible man — you prefer 
the plain dress of. your country — you're economical* * 

AdeL Necessity imposes that duty on me. 

Ki Sn. Aye, aye, I know you're not so rich as I am. I 
have been laying up money these twenty years. You'd, 
hardly believe, -Nlr. Adelbert, how interest upon interest, 
once set a rolling, gathers like a snowball. And you see 
(points to the compting house) there they are at it — there's 
my mill going, eh ! look — th«re it goes. 
AdeL You are a happy man, Mr. Von Snarl. 
V. Sn. Happy ! to be sure I am. Why should not we 
all be happy ? Come, now to business. 

Adel. (sits down) Well then, I owe, Sir, already a 
debt to you ; I come to ask your permission toencrease it. 
K Sn. Eh ! 

AdeL It is with the utmost reluctance I venture on this * 
freedom ; — but you would greatly oblige mc by honoring 
my draft for twenty pounds* 



^ 
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V. Sn, (stariftgathim) What! 

Add. If from riches you derive happiness, you havt 
assuredly learnt their real value, that oi imparting happii 
ness to others ; and I am confident you will not turn your 
6ack on one, who entrusts you with his distress. 

F. Sn* [turns away from Addbcrt) Thank'ye for the 
compliment. 

Add. My little revenue is secure, but my remittances 
are not arrived. If in the mean time 

V, Sa. Well, I hope they'll arrive soon. 

Adef. Were I not satisfied on that head I would not — 

^. Sn. Shall I pour you out a dish of tea ? 

Addl. You will indulge me then? 

K S?i, You have seen the papers I suppose no 

news 

Adei. (piqued J Mr. Von Snarl, you are a rich man, and 
accustomed to speculations. 

V. Sn, Speculations ! well what of that ? 
%Afld. Did you ever speculate on the face o-f an honest 
f^aaan 7 

h V. Sn^ Did I ever see one ? [sarcastically,) 
'fldd. It is true I can give little security. This minia- 
ture, (drawing a miniature Jrom his bosom) is the only 
one I am able to offer. It is set with a few brilliants, of no 
great value, and I am sorry to part with it. But if you 
would accept it as a pledge 

y. Sn. A pledge ! — why the devil ! d'ye take me for a 
pawnbroker? 

Add. 1 beg pardon. 

F. Sn. What I give, I give without pledge, bond or 
note. 

Adel. Even to a stranger ? 

K Sn. Stranger or no stranger, we are bound to assist 
distress without interest. * 

Add. Generous ! 

V. Sn. D'ye observe ? — when we can — but my purse 
won't bear a loan at present. 

Add. Only twenty pounds. 

V. Sn. Twenty pounds ! twenty devils. I had yester- 
day two bankruptcies in my books — one of my ships from 
Africa lost, with a cargo ot 400 blacks on board — besides 
the parson's widow, Mrs. Rose and her daughter, whom I 
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maintain, as you know, in the house. I won't say whaft 
they cost me, because that's charity — but I know 1 have a 
tender heart and a sweet temper, that WDuld be my ruin, 
if I did not watch my purse at both ends. But come — if 
I can't lend you my money, Til giveyou my advice. Go 
to Levi, the great Jew, and he'll lend you, on thq picture 
nearly its full value. 

Add. To a Jew ! 

P. Sn, A Jew ! well, what of that ? I would as soon do 
.business with a Jew as a Christian. He'll deal ^th you' 
as a man and a friend. 

Adel, And not as you have done. I beg pardon for the 
trouble of this visit, {'going) 

V. Sn, Hark*ye,Mr. Adelbert, [Addb^rt returns) I ex- 
pect to see my son in law every hour, and I shall want a 
room for him. I don't mean to be uncivil to you, because 
youhavcnot got twenty pounds. 

Adel. 1 understand you — I shall provide myself with 
another lodging. 

V. Sn. Well, well, as you like for that : I don't ^ean 
to turn you out of the house. You'll dine with me before 
you go away to-day ? , ** 

Aad. Dine with you I you do me too much honor. — 
{cx)ntemptuously) 

V. Sn, Nay, 1 insist on it* You must take leave of the 
;girls this afternoon. 

Adel. That's true. I owe the young ladies every atten- 
tion. I shall wait on you. fEjSt 'Adalbert. 

V, Sn: Now that's what I call plaguy dry. Owes the 
young ladies ! — He does'ntowe the young ladies halPso 
much as heowes me. And then he'd borrow I — an inso- 
lent rasc^ i — borrow ! — Talk to me as he wolild'^to a 

pawn-broker !^ If I had'nt the sweetest temper in the 

world — Nicolas i 

Enter Nicolas, 

Ask Totum, if there are letters by the mail to-day, and 
tell Mrs. Homily 'to cqpe hither. 
Nic. Mrs, Rose, Sir ? 
K. S«. Mrs. Rose, sirrah ! yes Mrs, Rose> 
NU. Yes, Sir. . . -AEhU NicoUs. 
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V. Sn. May not I call her Mrs. Homily if I choose it? 
Plague on it, I must not have my jokes now in my own 
house. 

JTicoLAS returns. 

Nic, Mr. Totura says he will bring you the letters hira- 
selt, sir. 

v. Sn, In how many hours, minutes, and seconds, has 
he calculated he shall come ? 

Nic, He said he would come 'pifesently. Sir, — Mrs^ 
Rose is here, Sir. (Exit Nicolas. 

Enter Mrs. Rose. 

V, Sn, Well, Mrs. Homily, whither in such a hurry ? 

Mrs. R. Oh, lud, Sir, here is every thing wanted at the 
same instant. In the compting house they want their cof- 
fee — The cook wants rice and currants — the footman wants 
bis breakfast, and Miss. Josephine wants honey water for 
. her ffair. 

y. Sn. Well, and I want to speak to you. I expect 
'*ompany to dinner. 

Mrs, R, Company ! no I hope not. 

V. Sn. I have two Burgomasters to dine with me, and — 

Mrs. R. Oh, Gemini, I must go to to the larder di- 
rectly. The kitchen is not prepared for two Burgomas- 
ters. 

F, Sm^ /^f^tisklyjWh^t^s the kitchen to me, provided 
there be plenty on the table ? Next, I suppose, I must not 
have Burgomasters to dine with me ? 

Mrs. R. Pietty talking ! it would be a fine thing in- 
deed, if one could blow good things on the tabic, forsooth, 

as they do in the Rambling Night's Entertainments. 

That's all sinful witchcraft, and I am sure you cannot 
expect a clergyman, s widow, as 1 am, to meddle with -diiy 
such devilish practices. 

F. Sn. No : but I expect,/ny house-keeper to provide 
me a good dinner. ; 

Mrs. R. Well, well — I'll goto the larder and see what 
there Is for you. Yonder's Mr. Totum with your letters. 
By the time you have read them I shall know more about 
it. , (Exit MrSi Rose. 
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ToTUM without. 

Three bales of goods to Van Cormack and Co — Right. 

V. Sn. Totum! 

Tot. {without) Ready, Mr. Van Snarl — Item; numero 
four — cargo of Spanish wares — right — post Don Candi- 
morez — right — place four hundred marks to account of 
Louis Van caper and Co — right — call in — 

V. Sn. Totum ! 

Tot. [without) Ready, Mr. Van Snarl — call in bills on 
Carpoand Co. No time to note. 

Enter Totum. 

Mr. Van Snarl, your very obedient servant. 

V. Sn. Well, Totum, is the mail arrived ? 

Tot. Received letters — read — speak contents, names, 
signatures — say if right — no time to note — f gives a parcel 
of letters to Van Snarl) Imprimis — a letter bearing royal 
signet — parcel annexed — [goes to the door of the comp^t- 
in£ house) Clever door ! convenient — hear clerks with 
left ear — letters with right — credit time [places himself in 
the midway of the door sometimes watching the clerks 
within^ and sometimes attending to Van Snarl) 

V. Sn. [opening the parcel J How long has the mail been 
arrived ? 

Tot. [looking hastily at a clocks which is seen within) 
Thirteen minutes, nine seconds, and a fraction. 

V. Sn. Eh ! the deuce ! a letter from our Prime Min- 
ister ! [reads) '* Greeting — Whereas it appears from the 
report of our Secretary for the Naval Department, that 
you have procured an expeditious deliverv of the articles 
required of you ; We, therefore, to testify our good will 
towards you, send you the inclosed snuff-box — Your affec- 
tionate friend, Richtenstein." 

Tot. [advances) Congratulate — ^this is a day — this is an 
hour — day fourteen — month April — hour ten in forenoon 
— fifty three minutes, seven seconds, and a fraction. Ha ! 
[looks at the box which Van Snarl holds in his hand) — 
Drilliants — I underwrite 

V. Sn. Doubtless — 
• Tot^ .Worth more or less, twelve liundr^^ and ninety- 

^ B 
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nine dollars, thrrc guldens, eighteen stivers, one groat, 
and three pfennings. 
. V. Sn> 1 II value it at two thousauddollats^. 

Tot. Right — secondly, a letter from corr6spoifi<lent at 
Amsterdam (gives a second letter and goes again id his 
post at the door of the compting house) 

V. Sn. Vander Housen ! [opens the letter ahd reads) 
" Sir, this is to inform you, that, under date of seventeehth 
ultimo, we have sent to your direction a soh, viz. Hans 
William — hope you will isafely receive the satiie, and beg 
you will consign him forthwith to yotir daughter." 

7!?^ Not arrived as per advice — hope they book'd him. 

y. Sn. (reads) ** Tho' young folks are of late much fal- 
len in value, we can assure you,^aid Hans William is of 
extra good quality, and wilH we dare say, give satisfac- 
tion. Remain^ errors excepted, Sir, your most faithful 
servant and friend to command, Vander Housett & Co." 

Tot. Congratulate^— ha, ha ! you'll have^ a' Wedding— 
you must give a ball— 

K Sn. 1 will give a dinner. ' 

-^Tot. A fire-work in your garden. 
' V. Sn, With all my heart. 

Tot. Your own figure all in a blaze. 

V.Sn. Eh! 

Tot. Like a flying mercury (imitates the attitude of a 
mercury) with a snuff-box in your hand. 

V. Sn. Zounds ! d'ye consider what all this will cost ? 

Tot. Total, seventeen dollars, eight guldens, nine sti- 
vers, three pfennings and a fraction— ha I Oh, it will cut 
a dash ! we 11 go halves. 

V. Sn. Halves I Totum ! Why, Totum, you're out of 
your senses, Totum. 

Tot. One expenceto serve for two weddings, 

F, Sn. Two weddings ! who is the other bridegroom f 
(Totum draws himself up conceitedly. J What! your- 
self ? 

Tot. Received this morning — ;hour nine in the fore- 
noon, forty-three minutes, seventeen seconds, a letter — 
ilote the contents — poor dear father deceased. 

V. Sn. Yi)ur idther dead ! 

Tot. Died twenty-fifth instant,, four in the morning, 
fifty-nine minutes, and three second;^, aged seventy eighty 
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years, four months, two weeks, five days, fourteen hours, 
and a quarter — left to Tilraan Totum, sole heir, tiighty . 
thousand marks. 

V4 Sn, Totum, take at chair. 

Tot. Exclusive, in the hands of Van Creeper & Co. 
one thousand bales of Panama dowlas — 

V. Sn. Dear Totum, pray sit down. 
Toi. Six chests of silver plate flakes a chair J — twen- 
ty four, cargoes of Nankin muslins — 

P", Sn. Let we wipe the cushion. 

Tot. And one hundred and eight jars of fine Smyrna 
oils — 

y. Sn^ Mr. Totum, I insist on your being seated. 

Tot. Besides a bbx of uncounted livres, stivers, grooti, 
pfennings, guilders, schellings, florins, dollars, ducats, 
aoubloonSj milreas, sequins, and duros, all brand new, 
never been yet in circulation. 

V.^n. Dearest Mr. Totum, do me the favour to sit 
down. [They both jz/.j 

Tot. Father deceased — enter oh trade — engage capital 
•T— ensure on my own risk — build ware-house — -liettle cor- 
respoifidence — marry. 

V. Sitr., And who's the bride ? 

Tot. Louisa Rose — a good girl. 

V, Sn. Good! why, youVe mad — she has not a farth- 
ing. 

To^t, A pretty face — 

F. Sn. What interest will that bring ? 

Tot. A pair of white hands — 

y. Sfi. Which can earn nothing. 

Tot. Hm ! a pretty little fool — 

y. Sn, Poh, poll — why, Totum, youVe bewitcli'd. 

Tot. Totum, you're bewitch'd — right. The devil 
draws oh my heart — must accept — flesh weak — temptation 
strong — pretty girl, an enchanting angel — solitary batche- 
lor, a poor devil — so, if you have no objection — 

y. Sn. None in the world, dear Totum. [aside) I shall 
get rid of a boarder, whom I took into my house to please 
my daughter. But have you spoke to the girl ? 

Tot. Occasionally — time suiting. 

V. Sn. How does she seem to like you ? 

Tot* Little rogue ! loves me-^5ecrctly, * 




13 INDICEN'CE, AND 

v. S/i. Secretly ! 

Tat. Prove it — pro primo — whenever she sees me, 
laughs— sliews she's pleased : Pro secundo, when she 
hears me coming, runs away — shews she is bashful : Pro 
tertio, when I speak to her, answers at random — shews 
her mind is so engaged, she does not know what she says : 
Pro quarto, always jiikcs about my wig. 

V.Sn. That shews plainly she is in love. 

Tot. Only one liltlc article makes me uneasy. That 
Polaiider upstairs — I perceive certain looks — here, there 
— from, to — seem lo mean someihing. 

V. Sn. I can make you easy on that head, for he shall 
not stay in my h'.use. Between yuu and me, Mr. To- 
tum. I suspect the Pole to be a spy. 

lot. Hm! why not ? 

V.Sn. I see he is very poor — and who can tell? It 
would not be amiss if you could take an opportunity, 
when he is gone out, of just — eh ? in his room, eh ? 

Tot. Examine his papers, boxes, and so forth — I un- 
dersiand you---Just what I wish'd-. -Shall find if there is 
any thiug going on between him and Loiiisa-.-I'tl be on 
the wfl(ch.---Ai ivhat hour do we dine to-day ? Answer 
-— three o'cIock---Burgrjmasters never wait— Your hum- 
ble servant to command, Tilman Totum-.-sole heir t6 
eighty thousand marks, six chests of silver plate, one hun- 
dred and eight jars of Smyrna oil, &c. &c. &c. 

[Exit ToTUM. 

V. Sn. This will be a rare riddance lor me — Where is 
that giddy baggage my daughter all this while ? Oh, here 
she comes with Lpuisa- Come hither, Josephine. 

Enter Josephine and Louisa.* 

J have .something to tell you — can you guess what it is ? 
7os. No, but 1 am dying with curiosity to.know tt. 
V. Sn. Ah, you're a woman. ■ 
7os. Yes, unfortunately. 

V.Sn. And you, (fo Louisa) I suppose, are dying 
too---you are a woman too, eh, Louisa ? 
Lou. Yes, Sir. 

V.Sn. Well, there's a grand dinner to-day, and the 
grand dinner has its grand reasons. ^ 
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Jes. Must we put on our best gowns ? 
V. Sn. If you. like. 

7es, That is according as the reasons are worth them. 
V . 5«. Suppose it's a bridegroom — ; — 
Jos. (laughs) Oh, la! have you ordered one for me, 
papa ? 

V. Sn. Suppose I have 

7os. What I from China ? 

V. Sn. Psha ! he comes from one of the first hduses in 
Amsterdam. ' 

Jos, {wi(k affected gravity) Does he cost much ? , 
V.Sn. Your hand* 
Jos. That's very dear. 
V. Sn. And your heart into the bargain. 
Jos. That's too much. 

V. Sn. It's little enough for a good husband, so don't 
plague me with any more questions. 

Jos. Yes, there's one more I must ask. What is his 
name ? 

F. Sn. Hans William. 
. Jos. Oh — then I won't have him. 
^. Sn Why so ? 

Jos. i have no objection to William,— bUt Hans-— po- 
sitively Hans must not come near me. 

V. Sn. Tliere, there ! that's the way— no matter how 
deserving a man be-— if his name do not happen to strike 
your fancy, he is to be laugh'd at. Take pattern by Lou- 
isa— she is a good girl, and knows how to behave herself. 
Lou. Josephine is only joking, Sir. 
V. Sn. Joking ! zounds ! every body is to make jokes 
but myself. I have found a husband too for Louisa. 
Jds. From Holland too ? 
F. Sn. No---home manufacture. 
Jos, And his name not Hans ? 

V. Sn. Hold your tongue, and think of making up your 
wedding suit. 

Jos. Oh— there will be time enough for that. 
F. Sn. Suppose your bridegroom should come to-day ? 
Jos. Suppose some accidents should happen to-mor- 
row ? 

F. Sn. What accidents; pray ? 
m Jos» Suppose be should not like me, and suppose we 
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shniild quarrel, and suppose I should scratch his eyes oitt \ 
bcftsre tlie weddlnt; ? 

F.Sa- Why, ihen you'll have the comfort of marrying 
ablindman; for, totell you plainly, iheaffdir is cnuciu- 
ded, aiid if yoij don't take him, and like him too when he 
is come, nevfr expect to have a farthing ui my money } 
and ariothertime you may pruvideforyuurseif. fatigniy.) 
If I had not <he sweetest temper in the world, these silly 
girls would-contrive to put me in a passion. 

[ExUVau Snarv 

Jds. But, Louisa, we forgot to enquire the name of 
your Imsbaud. 

Laiti. Ob, Dear! that was not said in earnest. 

^os. It will prore as much in earnest, I fancy, as mine.- 
Do you think I'll let my father send me to Holland, like 
a ton of flax ? 

LoJii. Ah, Josephijie ! you are very happy ;--. for ^oa 
hdve a father 

jfos. Will you change fathers with mc F 

Loui. No— not for all the world. My father, to be 
Bure, won't see me; and I always thoiii;hi that very 
strange-: But, in every thing else, he is so good to mc, 
and so kind ! 

yos. But not very wise, I think. He refuses to ses 
you, and does not know that he sees you every hour. Un- 
der the name of Mrs- Rose's daughter you have won his 
aSection, in spite of his prejudice and absurdities. 

Loui. Iff was but sureof that, Josephine ! 

Jos. I am sure of it---and, what is better, he loves you 
for your own sake : the parent's vanity has no hand in it. 

Loui. Why should he shun me so, Josephine? An't I 
his child ? And, indeed, indeed, I never did any thing 
willingly to offend him. Why should he drive me fronx 
his sight, as soon as I was horn ? I grew up far away from 
htm, and he forbids me now to come to him, thaf I may 
take his hand, and press it to my lips. 

Jos. To be sure it is droll enough. Father and daugh- 
ter live in the same house, converse: together, correspond 
together, and yet are strangers, except by letters, which 
are sometimes a week in travelling from one to the other. 

Loui. Yesterday he got my last letter. When I sat 
tlown to it, Josephine, my heart was quite full ;— and ^ 
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bcg'dsoliard tosee him ; and the words were» all, so 
blotted, he must have seen that I cried all the while I was 
writing it. I fancied in the evening he looked more 
thoughtful than ever. Perhaps he may be brought to 
give his consent to see me at last. Don't jou think he 
might, Josephine f 

yos. if I were to tell you that I saw him wipe a tear 
away with his hand 

Leui. Did you, indeed ? I wish I had seen it ! But il 
would not have signified. Ah, Josephine ! 'tis very hard 
when a chiM i^ not allowed to kiss off a tear from the 
theek of her father. 

Enter Mrs. Rose, with a IctUr. 

Mrs. R. Well, child, here is a letter for you again— 
(Louisa snatches ike letter hastily from htr^ and pxa^ 
sts it to ker lips.). 

Jfps* Would not one think it was from her sweetheart ? 
Well, I'll leave you to your transports ; — when they arc 
over, I shall expect you; and in the mean time I'll settle 
t)ie colour of our wedding suits* \^Exit Josephins. 

Loui. (reads) ** My dear and only daughter (she hs- 
jes the letter again) your last letter has drawn tears from 
my eyes. Your wish to see me is mine also." Oh ! then 
I shall be so happy I ** Yet, as you value my life, do not 
insist on your request. I have withheld myself eighteen 
years from your sight — I dare not yet meet it— never a- 
gain enquire, the reason, [weeps —then ajter a pause 
reads,) You must have occasion for moivej-^-ycL \cu 
ask for none— -I therefore mclose you a note---yv>u iiiiist 
want for nothihg— -all I have is yours— I received it all 
from your mother— Resemble her ! Adieu, my ciear, 
dear child! Love your father, who has no other joy in 
this world than you !"-— Then heflever will see me ! wliat 
have I done to deserve this ! f weeps.) 

Mrs. R. Dear child, trust to Providence!^ We must 
none of U5 despair-— things may change for the beuer in a 
moment. Oh! if you had heard my husband's discourse 
about poverty and want ! Poor dear Dr. Ojcaiius ! 

Lout. Poverty ! Oh, that's a word the heart inows no- 
thing about. 
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Mrs. R. BccaiKc ihe heart knows nothing about hun*. 
ger and thirst. Want i"! a very bad companion ; and voB 
may ihank your father for never letting yiu know it. Sm 
tow murh the note is for, that he has sent you. 

Loui. It's formuch more than I want. 

Mn. R. Well, well, if you don't want it to-day, yoi 
'lefori 



may to-morrow-— but I warrant you'll give it away beforel 

to-morrow, to some poor person or other : [Louis*, 

uddtnly thougktJuL'\ WclU-what will youdoa 



with It ? 

Loui. Oh, I must not tell you. What I intend to do 1 

would be of no value if it were told (Looks at the note) 

three hundred crowns ! 1 wish they were three thousand, 
with all my heart. 

Mrs. R. Oh, you extravagant child! three hundred 
crowns ! you won't surely give that sum away I 

Loui. No— ni lay it outat interest— I'll bean usurer. 

Mrs. R. An usurer, forsooth ! Ah, child, child! you 
learn to cypher and cast accounts, to be sure; but how 
many pence there arc in a dollar, you'll never learn to 
reckon as long as you live. [£.t?; Mrs. Rose. 

Loui. That, nov^", may be very true : and, somehow or 
other, 1 always thought chanty much easier than arithme. 
tick. I know Mr. Van Snarl takes a deal of pleasure in 
counting up his dollars ; but, for my part, I think there is ' 
niorepleasure, by half, in giving money to the distress'd, 
and letting them count it ^r mc. [_Exit, 



END OF THE riRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 

An Apartment in Van Snarl '• House. 

SCENE I. 

Enter y AH Snarl and Leopold. 

Fan Snarl. 



AY, brother, its very strange you won't let me tell 
you the news. 

LfOp. I have no relish for news — Few old things of the 
world arc worth much, and the new ones are worth less. 

v. Sn. There, now you arc out of temper— It's a 
strange thin? a man cannot be always easy and happy as 
I am. I will tell you for all that ; Louis a Rose is going 
to be married. 

Leop, Louisa Rose ! — to whom ? 

y. Sn. Guess. 

JUop. I cannot rack my brain with conjecture. 

F. Sn. To my book-keeper, Tilman Totum. 

Leop. f appears surprised J I am sorry* for it. 

F, Sn. His father has just left him eighty thousand 
marks. 

Le.^p. I am heartily sorrv for it. 

F. Sn. Why, that's droll. I think it's a devilish neat 
thing — He means to set up in trade for himself, and he 
thinks Louisa will make him a very suitable wife. 

Leop. Fie, fie ! 

F. Sn. Brother Leopold, you are a queer fellow : — 
why should she not ? 

jLeop, A girl like an angel, and a fellow like a monkey. 

F. Sn. Yes — but the angel is as poor as the devil, and 
the monkey is as rich as a jew. 

Leop. She may starve with Totum, in spite of his riches. 

F. Sn. (with a sneer). Nay, how can that happen. 

Leop. If the fool does not know that money is not 
wealth. 

F. Sn. Money not wealth ? — What nonsense you taikl 
• —Pray what is wealth then ? 
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Leop. The free and liberal use we make of it. Wealth, 
brother, is like a sword, placed in various hands. Fools 
are laughed at for their ignorance in using it; knaves, 
who grasp it, hurt their neighbours with it ; wise and be« 
nevolent men, alone, know how to guard themselves with 
it, while they protect the weak, who want their assistance. 

V, Sn, Well, if Louisa starves, it shall not be my 
fault. — I'll set her ofiF well at least — I'll give her a grand 

weddingdinner. 

Leod, 1 hope you mean to^ive her a portion likewise. 

y. Sn. A portion ! d'ye think I am gone out of my 
senses f 

LeoJ^. With all your money ! . . 

F, in. That a// would have been little enough by this 
time, if I were as romantic as you are, brother — If you 
are so fond of the girl, why don't you give her a portion 
out of your own fortune ? 

Leop. It belongs to my daughter. 
• V. Sn. Ah — if you had taken as good care of your pa- 
trimony, and attended to the golden rule of multiplication, 
as I have done.- — 

Leop. I have attended but to one golden rule through 
life, brother. 

r. Sn. What may that be ? 

Leof), Humanity. 

F. Sn. Lucky, if you had mix'd a little prudence with 
it ; then you wou'd have been always easy and happy, as 
I am ; that is, if you were as sweet temper'd as I am. — 
But you — had not youhappen'd to meet with a wife — 

Leop, [interrupting him,) Let me beseech you, bro- 
ther, no mention of that subject ! 

v. Sn. 1 was only going to say that her fortune help'd 
yon up. 

Leop. Oh, Emilia ! 

F. ^n. Aye, aye, she was a woman of the right sort — 
She had plenty of jewels and cash. I wish she \/as alive 
ag.-iin. 

Ldop. For heaven's sake, brother! 

F. Sn. I am only saying that if your wife was still 
alive ^ 

Leop. Nay, then, you compel me to leave you. (Exit 

hastily') 
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V. Sn. There he goes again. Was ever any man so 
uncivilly treated in his own house as 1 am ! a silly fellow, 
makfng such a. perpetual wimpering for the loss of one 
wife ! — I have buried three, one alter the other, without 
breaking my heart. That's the difference between Leo- 

£old and me — he carries his remembrance of his wife a- 
3ut in his mind, and I carry mine in -my pockets. 



SCENE II. 



Another Apartment. 

Enter Totum and Mrs. Ros£. 

Mrs. R. Let me go, Mr. Totum — I have no time for 
talking -My master has two Burgomasters to dine with 
him — and, thank heaven ! there's plenty for them ! — A 
sirloin of beef, roast fillet of veal, scollop'd oysters, col- 
lar'd eel, anchovies, and a furmenty pudding. 

Tot. No time for talking ! forty-seven words, four ar- 
ticles, and five stops. Listen ! ao you know, Mrs. Rose, 
* — sweet Mrs. Rose, — that to-day is a day — a day — a — I 
cannot tell you what a day it is 

Mrs. R, Well, and if it be a day, I warrant I can pro- 
vide for it — 

Tot. Brief reply — credit words. 

Mrs. R, I always add a dish for every fresh guest, and 
for every bit of good hews. 

Tot. Good news- — right. Attend, note contents — Im- 
primis, Mr. Van Snarl has received a snufF-box from the 
Minister — 

Mrs. R. What — the Minister of the iParish ? — 

Tot. Poh I psha ! No, no, Prime Minister — Head- 
Clerk to the King. 

Mrs. R. From 'his Majesty's Minister ! Oh ! then I 
must provide a dish of Plaice. 

Tot. In secundo, Miss Josephine's bridegroom is ojjk 
the road. ^ 

Mrs» /J. The bridegroom ! I must have pigcous "and a 
cake. 
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ToL And, thirdly — Mrs. Rose — sweet Mrs. Jlosc-^ 
you may take into account a second wedding. 

Mrs, R. A second wedding ?—— 

Tot, Yes, note a ditto, 

Mrs, R, Oh, then I must order a goose for the second 
coarse — mercy on me ! — there will be hardly time. 

ToL Dine at three-r-time in hand five hours twenty- 
seven niinutcs — no fear ot deficit. — Enter items — provide 
plaice, pluck pigeons, gut goose, one hour, fifteen mi- 
nutes — dress, stew, and ro^st ditto, two hours, one halt 
quarter, and three seconds. — Balance, two hours, four . 
minutes, twenty seven seconds, and a fraction — ^post credit 
side — therefore listen, Mrs. Rose — sweet Mrs. Rose, 
listen. 

MrSm R. I tell you, Mr. Totum, since there is to be a 
second wedding :- 

Toi, The second wedding, Mrs. Rose* depends on 
you. 

Mrs. R. The second course docs, Mr. Totum ; so 1*11 
give another look into the larder — Cooing* ) 

Tot, Listen, Mrs. Rose, sweet Mrs. Rose, listen — I 
have placed a large sum in your hands • 

Mrs. R. In mine ! 

Tot, The sum of my happiness — I must disclose to you 
the state of my books — my father being deceased 

Mrs, R, Poor roan ! 

Tot, Died fourteenth of last month, at fifty-nine mi- 
nutes, three seconds, alter four in the morning— aged se- 
venty eight years, four months, two weeks, three days, 
fourteen hours, twelve minutes, and a quarter, ha ! 

Mrs, R, Bating the odd hours, minutes, and quarter, 
just the very age of my late husband, poor dear Dr. Olea- 
rius. 

Tot, Left Tilman Totum, sole heir, eighty thousand 
marks. 

Mrs, R. Indeed f I am truly happy to hear it — Naw 
I've just thought that we have got in the larder 

Tot, Psha ! close the larder, open your ears and listen 
— I say, Mrs. Rose— ^swcet Mrs. Rose, listen. — Having 
now stock in trade, I mean to open an account of matd-r 
jiiony. 

Mrs. R. (bridling and smiling,) Matrimony ? 
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Tot, Yes — open a new firm, raise a new head. 

Mrs. /?. Was that the subject you wanted to speak on ? 
Ohi Mr. Totum, you do me too much honour. 

T, I do you no honour at all ; I only want you to lis- 
ten, Mis. Rose ; sweet Mrs. Rose, listen ! I fear; above 
all things to cast up wrong ; that, you know, to a man in 
business — say no more — hate a blot — therefore, without 
your consent, reckon nought, 

Mrs* R. Dear Mr. Totum — to be sure — but you know 
the world is rather ill-natured : there are some circum- 
'stances, that shouId.be taken into consideration. 

Tot. Allow deductions — state fairly, what heads ? 

Mrs. R. First — 

Tot, Imprimis — 

Mrs, R, Difference of age. 

Tot, Repairs pa able by the owner ; according to best 
of knowledge and Relief, difference not great. 

Mrs. R, True, when one has met with hardships, one 
looks older than one really is. But, dear Mr. Totum, 
marriage is a serious step ; when I lost poor dear Dr. 0-. 
learius — Heaven grant him rest ! — I made a vow never 
to marry again. 

Tot, Well, well, I don't care for your vow — that is an 
account balanced — credit by loss — but, sweet Mrs. Rose, 
my new head is yet a blank — suffer me — 

Mrs, R, Ah ! dear Mr. Totum, we are poor people, 
who have many wants to be supplied. 

Tot, You allow the demand then? — note consent 

Mrs, R, [with affected satisfaction) Dearest Mr. To- 
tum, you may command me. 

Tot. (adjusting himself,) Your daughter, I conclude — 

Mrs, R, My daughter ! ♦ 

Tot. Yes, Mrs. Totum, that will be — Happy, happy 
pair ! 

None but the rich deserve the fair. 

Mrs. R, Mistress Totum ! Oh ! you want to marry 
my daughter Louisa, do you ? 

Tot. Whom else, the dickens ! d'ye think I want to 
marry ? 

Mrs, R. Oh, oh ! Aye, aye ! Well, that is nothing to 
me — you must speak to Loujsa herself about that. 

Tot. Express. But, if Imaj' debit my head with the 
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daughter, and credit by the mother's consent, that will be 
a pretty clear account. 

Mrs, R. A mother ! Oh ! to be sure — well, I have ^ 

deal to say on that subject ; but I am in haste now 

Well, Mr. Totum, speak to Louisa yourself ; you have 
my consent,, if you can gain Louisa's, (asidej wHjch I 
am sure you never will. 

Tot, Enough I You endorse the bill — she will answer 
it — therefore I remain, errors excepted, your obedient, 
faithful servant, shortly son-in-law, Tilman Totnm> sole 
heir to eighty thousand marks, six chests of silver plate, 
one box of uncounted livres^ stivers, &c. &c. 

[Exit ToTUM. 
' Mrs. fi. Dear heart! What will Mr. Leopold say to 
this ? Well, well, as Heaven pleases: Mr. Totum is a 
pretty man, and a good man ; he never fails at a sermon^ 
and it is quite edifying to hear him chant. 

[Exit Mrs. Rose. 



5CENE in. 

An Apartment in V a^ Snarl's House, 

Louisa sitting at her Woik^ Ellen with a Guitar in 
her Hand, which she appears to be laying down^ as 
taking leave o/^ Louisa. 

Loui, Thank ye, Ellen ; but did not you tell me, that 
Mr. Leopold heard you singing one day ? 

Ellen. Yes, I did so. 

Loui. A\id desired you to sing the song again? 

Ellen. Yes ; twice. 

Loui. Then pray let me hear that song before you go. 
I am sure I shall like it, if he did. 

Ellen, 'Tis one of our village ballads. 

AIR. 

*Twas in the solemn mid-night hour, 
When all was dark around ; 
When planets strike, and spells have pow'r 
And mandrakes cleave the ground : 
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« I heard a voice as from the tomb* 

The bell then beating one ; • 
" Adieu," it cried, " I meet my doom, 
" My life's last sand is run." 

*Twas William's voice, 'twas William's form, 

Wet from his wat'ry grave; 

** I sink," he cried, *'amid the storm, 

** I sleep beneath the wave:" 

Starting I rise, and snatch my gown, 

And hasten to the shore ; 

I see the gallant ship go down, — 

But see my love ao more. 

Exit Ellen. 
(After the Air, ho VIS A remains pensive.) 

Enier Josephine and Adelrert. 

J^os, Pray walk in, Mr. AJelbert ; there is no one here 
who will not be glad to see you — is there, Louisa ? 
(Lou IS A appears embarrassed^ and rises from her chair.) 

AdeL ,^^^ JoSEP.H.iNE.^ Y.our friend's generous heart 
is ever ready to welcome the unfortunate, 

Jos. Make a curtsy, Louisa. — Mr. Adelbert is come to 
dine with us. 

AdeL By your father's invitation. 

Jos. That was very well done. You shall sit by one 
of us. Now, the question is, whether you isi^idw to eat 
n^uchor little, or to talk rpuch or little, 

AdeL Why so ? . 

Jos, rU tell you. If you have a mind to ent very lit- 
tle, and not to speak at all, you shall sit by Louisa. 

AdeL I protest, 1 am at a loss to understand you. 

Lout, Dear ! She doesn't know what she mcani l^crself. 

Jos. But indeed she does know what she means. Have 
not I seen him sit by you for hours together, without o- 
pening his lips ? 

Loui. Nay, now I'm sure you are mistaken ; Mr. Adel- 
bert has always entertained me exceedingly. 

Jos. Oh! I never doubted that. 

^nter Totum, more sprucely dressed than beforehand, 

Mrs. Rose. 

(Josephine, Louisa, ^«</ Adelbert, con'verse in 
dumb shew; Totum appears to be whispering tif 
Mrs. Rose.) 
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Tot, fin a lozv voice) Have you dropt a word for me ? . 

Mrs. R. Speak to the girl yourself, I tell you, Mr. 
Totum. 

Tot. There's that cursed tall Pole ! When he is gone — 

Mrs, R, He dines here. 

Tot, Dines ! choke him. 

Mrs. R. Heaven forbid! 

jfos. {advances to Totum.) Mr. Totum ! I protest 
you have put on a new wig to-day. 

Tot. Yes — I've raised a new head. D'ye like it ? — Put 
it on in haste — spirits in great fluctuation — high, low — 
up, down — from fifty to seventy. 

Loui. Hd, ha ! — Why really 

Tot. Don't laugh ; a laugh sinks me. This day, Mis5 
Josephine, is the most awful day of ray life — I am going 
to file off bachelor's account, and begin a new head in the 
ledger of matrimony. 

J^os. Then you are going to be married ? 

Tot. Going to be married — right. — Oh, my Louisa, if 

I may speak the wishes of the heart 1 

. J^os. What, have you got a heart ? 

Tot. Only by debit — wants credit by ditto — I come to 
ask Miss Louisa, whether she will run the risk of partner- 
ship with me in a new branch of trade ? 

jfos. Why, Louisa knows nothing of book-keeping. 

Tot. I beg you'll not interrupt me, Miss, while I am 
summing up my articles. Speak, Miss Louisa, without 
loss of time, may I flatter myself 

Loui, With what, Mr. Totum ? 

Tot, Transfer — heart and hand — hand and heart — 
please to accept a barter. 

Jos, Why, I really begin to think you want to marry 
Loaisa. 

Adel, (aside,) Heavens ! 

, (Josephine and Louisa laugh,) 

Tot, What means this pretty smile on my Louisa's 
cheek ? 

Jos. Pure joy. 

Tot. Pure joy ! — right. A laugh brief credit 

words/ (to Lo u i s a.) Note consent ? 

Loui. Indeed, Mr. Totum, you are very good ; but I 
am not my own mistress, you know. 



Tot. OK! I havet got ]^6ur mother'^ coasem posted aU 
read^. 
Louu Y|es — but my mother k&ows^ that^— — 
Jos. (maliciouslyi to. hddberij She is ^ready^protmis- 
ed. fAddbert appears alarmed). 

Lout. Indeed, Mr. Totum, I can never be your wifie* 
Toi. Never ! Error in addition. Why ? 
l^os. Hold, Sir ! .Girh must never be asked zuky> 
'^ot. Account stands open, {looking askance at AdeU 
bir-t}. TCo-be sure I am not the youngest in the room, but 
neither am I the poorest — I fancy eighty thousand marks* 
-T-rOhJ bfi^re comes Mr. Leopold ». be will sum up better 

for m e • . • 

E»ttr LEOPOLD. 

Your servant. Sir;, please to check account between 
these ladies and me. 

Leop. What is the matter ? 
■ To4% The matter, Sir, is that^ — ^ 



^: 



Tos. . Mr. Totum wishes to marry— ^—r 
. Tot, Hush, Miss, do not interrupt me, while I am 
drawing up my articles. The matter, Sir» is that, whcere^ 



' '2f^^* What, is it a bankruptcy in the gazette ? 

lot. Whereas, Sir, it has pleased Providence to close, 
my father's account, and to makic me sole heir to eighty 
tfaoufiapd marks, I intend instantly, and without loss, of 
time, to. open account per matrimony — ^to take a wi£e« 

Leop. Aight. 

Jos^ His choice is fixed on Louisa* 

ieop. Right. 

Tot. But Miss Louisa 

Tffs. Won't hare him. 

lots Don't interrupt my articles, Miss Josephine. Miss 
Lottisa, Sir, draws ballance by refusal — won't strike a 
barter^^but rather chooses to strike me clear out of her 
books. 

Leap. Very right. 

Tpt. .Right ! no, I say she is wrong ; her mother's con- 
sent stands to credit — (Leopold starts and is affected) — 
Mrs. Rose here— r- 

Mrs. R. To be sure. Fortune leads to comfort 
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Leap. (recclUeiing himself) Very truCk 
70S. But love, not fortune should lead to the altar. 
*Leop. Very grue, likeiime. 
Tot. 3q we are all in the right then ? 
leop. All. 

Toi. And I get no wife. * . , 
Jfos. Take me. • 

Enter Vau Snarl. 

* Vi Sn. Come, come along, girls : come« gentlemen^ 
the dinner is going in. Come, Mr* Totum, you most 
dine with us to-day. Totum and I are partners to«4ay in 

food fortune. Here, nrls, I have not shewn you the 
andsokne snuff-hox* I have received from the Minister. 
Look at it, brother : Totum says it is worth two thousand^ 
dollars, f gives the box to Leopold^ who looks at it witJk 
indt^erence.J 

Leop. I wish you joy. 

Jps. Dear uncle, let me look at it. ^Leopold gives tie 
Box to Josephine^ by whom it is handed to others^ till it 
comes round again to Van Snarly who during the ensu* 
ing dialogue^ puts it in his pocket without attending to it.) 
V. Sn. Totum ! why, how now ? You look tis sad as 
if your father was come to life again. — What-s the mat- 
ter with you ? 

7os. Cannot you guess, Papa ? 

r, Sn. What, has Louisa refused him ? {Totum shrugs 

his shoulders]. I supposed as much. Methinks a girl 

that has nothing but a smooth face to recommend, her, 

and her feet under a strange table, might give herself 

.fewer airs. If I had not the sweetest temper in the 

world 

Leop. You would on such an occasion remind her of 
her dependence on you.. Fie, brother, for shame! 

V. Sn. What, Louisa behaves like a fool, and I am to be 
asfhamed ! Mr. Totum, I'd have you know, brother, with 
eighty thousand marks in his bureau, has only to hold 
out his hand, and on every finger hangs a bride. 
Jos.^ Aye, such brides. Papa, as deserve hanging, 
r. Sn. Well, agood dinner will put a silly girl out of 
his head. Come along, children ; where is my snuflF-box ? 
Leop. I gave it to Josephine. 
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Jos. A nd I handed it round to the company. 
Lout. And I. ' 

Add. arid ToL And I. 

V. Sn. But no one handed it to me again, (fsils in his 
pockets). . 

Jos. No matter now : Mrs, Rose I see is growing im- 
patient. The box will be found again, I dare say. 
V. Sn. It must be found again. 

Leop. Well, aiter dinner. Come, your guests arc 
waiting. 

Mrs. R, And the soup will be stone cold. 
V. Sn. Soup be d— d! If all the soup in the town 
should freeze, I won't stir, I tell you. I have never had 
my box again ; here — here are my pockets ; here is no- 
thing, ^nakere is nothing, f turns out both his pockets./ 
Tot* Here are mine, to command, {turns his pockets 
0ut ; they contain only a letter^ which he opens and reads J 
" Sir, this brings advice that your father departed this 
life yesterday, the twenty-fifth instant, at four A. M. fifty 
nine minutes, three seconds^ &c. &c. 
I V^ Sm- {turns to AdelblktJ Now, Sir, it's your 
turn. 
JldeL (appearing disturbed at the proposal) Sir! 
v. Sn. I suppose, you'll consent to what all the compa- 
ny must agree upon — only for form's sake, you kno^v. 
{going to him.) 

Adel. Stand off! You cannot be in earnest. 
V. Sn. Joke or earnest, as you like. Gentlemen do not 
carry smuggled goods, I suppose, in their pockets. 

Adel. (nettled) If that is meant as a joke. Sir, it is, 
without under-rating it, a very clumsy one ; but, if you 
are in earnest, I must inform you, that both my birth and 
character place me so tar beyond this low suspicion, that 
I will sooner die than consent to give you the gross proof 
you require of your absurdity. I utterly despise the 
meanness of your conduct; and leave you, lest, by per- 
sisting in it, you should rouse me to convert the contempt 
I feel for you, into chastisement^ (Exit. 

V, Sn, The devil ! — we must not let him go — (following ^ 
him.) 

Leop. Hold ! do you know what it is to charge a gen- 
tleman thus, brother ? 
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r. Stt. Whatiol cakt for a genttemn;, wfaenbejii^ 
off with my snuff-box ? 

Lout, (woitk warmth J Hehuhatigot it-^it isitti|K>s- 
iible--.^ 

Leap. {ohervingLovfSA) Ha! Louisa the Aefende^. 
01 Acteibcrt ! 

Louu Mr. Adalbert, I am suio, kaows nothing of JC; 
You may see that plain eaoi^ io his f «cik 

F-Stt. His iicel ^whfy, zomids'! you don^ expeci to 
*tee the snuff-box in his torehead, do you? What dojiM 
say. Totum ? 

nt. Set do^n circumstances-^-cast itp fakly— «sum to* 
'tal— rthe Pole must hiive the box— — * 




V. Sn. Aye, that he has— but<rome^et <asgoto 
Aer-^-^e is not out of ttetof«rn«-^Iigue on liooy lie 
tpoikmv ttomach for to-daty, I shall not be able to «onch 
M morsel for vexa€ioti--jCoiiBe-^ohl plan^ m Am P^fol 

X#pjX W'e foUdw wn, bronber. 
^£x4uniV.SnAK'LMrs.K<>%^iIJSiMOLif^MMdTorvu. 

Jos. Loui^ whatisay you to this ? is Mr. AddberiM- 

£Mt. Guilty of a baseness ? Haii-ti^ Josephine! 
my heart is ready to burst, (rryf n^.) 

7oj. Why you -seem very much interested about Mr-. 
Adelbert, Louisa P 

Xi^w . sWho, I ? — dear, r^o! — it'^ only, because— be- 
cause 

Jos. Because you csm't bear to see innocence suspected. 

Loui. Yes. that^ what I was just going to s^~that's 
It exactly. 

Jos. Oh, nothing else to be sore, /arthly) 

Loui. ^No, indeed, it was iiotiiing ei^. > Nothing imt«— 
Heigho ! — corae, Josephine, we must follow the compa- 
ny. Come. [flurries offmntk Jo&£:?2UN'£. 
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ACT lil. . 

A o Apartment in Van Sna&l'« Hbute. 

SCENE I. 

Leopold holding Adelbert ly the hand^ and pulU 

ing hxm forward into the room^ 

Leopolds 



N. 



AY, nay — ;— yet come in t"his is a liberty I do 

not frequently take. I love the world too little to forcie 
myself upon it — but when a wrong is offered to an inno- 
cent person, a very hermit may find cause to leave his cell, 

Adeh I respect the justice of your sentiments, but 1 
ought never to be seen again in this house. 

Leop. . My brother has been in the wrong — the box is 
foun d - ■ 

Adel. Probably. 

Leifp, The lining of his pocket was unsewed — and the 
box slipped through it — 

AdeL And from such a trifle a man's honour is to be 
called in question ! 

Leop. My brother is ashamed of his behaviour — he will 
beg your pardon. 

** Add* I do not seek to witness the humiliation of 
another. 

•• Leop.** He has been sharply reproved by all of us — 
particularly by Louisa — (observing Adelbcrt with at^ 
iention^ 

AdeL (expresses' surprise — pauses — J By Louisa !— 
Let all be forgotten — 

Leop. The commission of my visit is then at an end.— 
I couuL wish to prolong it on my own account. Your 
manner has interested me — will you answer me, as amah, 
what I shall ask you ? 

AdeL As a man ! 

Leap. Yes, for I would make my enquiry as a man ; 
W^o, thoujfh he shut^ himself from the bustle of the world, - 
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as I ip, should never lock up the kind impulses of Us 
heart towards a fellow creiiture. 
AJel. I will answer you — 

' Leofif, Your resentment of my brother's proposition 
wa^ natural : but before you avowed that resentment, I 
fencied that I remark'^d a certain embarrassment in youi^ 
manner, which appeared' to proceed from some otfaer 
cause than indignation. What was that cause ? 
• jiJel. (after a pause) False shame. 

Leap. In What could that consist ? 

Adel. I am poor — verypoor^— .- ^. 

Leop. Poverty is no dishonor. 

Adei. Certainly none ^o me. To Poland, 4o' fttjt^ 
struggling country, I sacrificed my wealth as t wottl4 
have sacrificed my Iife» if it had required i t - ■ ■ ' - ^ My 
country is no more, and we are wanderers on a burthen* 
ed earth, finding no refuge but in the heartsofthe.hu* 
* mane and virtuous. ; -. 

Leap* But you are young, and industry might-— 

AaeL That has ever been my firiend. The Jittle ta- 
lents with which the affluence of my jparents crowned 
my education, have preserved me from the extremes of 
indigence. Tlie spirit of Poland has supplied the rest/ 
(Wii/i warmth,) 

Leop. Your gains then are probably small ? 

Adei. When beneath the gilded roofs of the wealthy, 
the social banquet gladdens the heart, I take my solitary 
walk into the fields, and under heaven's canopy I make 
my poor repast. Such was my intention to-day, bc» 
fore your brother unexpectedly invited me to his table. 

Leop. Gp on. 

AdeL You know what pass'd. Had I submitted to 
the search proposed, my scanty meal must have been dis- 
covered. 

Leop. (expressing great surprise and emotion J Young 
man, we must be better acquainted. Yet that cannot be 
' without more confidence on your part;. 

AdeL I am a stranger — an unknown exile— 

Leap. Who yet chose rather to bear the harsh suspicion 
that wronged you, than submit to that pity, which, however 
painful to you, would have exulted in your relief. 
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Add. Perhaps I acted from prejudice— but let me con. 
fess my oride Had one contemptuous glance fallen on 
the humble pittance which I bore about me — had anyone 
but smiled — 

. Leop. * Had any one dared to smile, I — I would havft 
resented it. 

Add. You are warm, sir ! 

Leap, My heart is so. Young man, since your resi- 
dence at my brother's I have marked you, and am per- 
suaded of your worth — and if you will accept of a small 
loan from me — it will come from the hand of a friend — ' 
do not reject it. 

Add. When I shall be unable to earn even the morsel 
which I concealed to-day, I will come to you. 

Leop. Give me your hand, [they shake hands) Another 
time we will — f looks round in great agitation J Yonder 
comes Louisa — let meseeyou again. At another time if 
the recital be not painful to you, 1 will request your con- 
fidence : and should it open afresh the wounds of your 
bosom, be persuaded that you will meet a friend, who will 
strive to heal them — one practised in sorrow — one, whose 
delight it would be to pour out the balm of comfort, and 
conier a happiness which he cannot hope himself to taste. 

{Exit. 

Entti Louisa. 

Loui. I thought Mr. Leopold had not been gone, an8 
I— oh ! dear me, you seem quite flurried — I hope nothing 
has happened — I hope you have not done any thing, sir, 
to offend my — to offend Mr. Leopold, sir ? 

Add. Far from it, I hope— he came just now to con- 
fer favors on me, which I must not accept. 

Loui. And do you mean to go, then — from — from this 
house, sir ? — (looks down embarrassed) — Indeed, I am 
sorry — 

AdeL Do you take an interest in my fate, Louisa ? — 
Beware of that. 

Loui. Beware ! — and why so ? 

Add. Because poverty, which in general silences the 
feelings, is not always master over the neart. 



- Lcmk Bkittft^^poor l||av€ beans lik« otMr ^OTpl^HRnd 
when ikr bear! U good, why should {>overty silence ii 7. 

' . Adei. The rich ooly daure to sjpeak Us la^ff u^p~ A IQM 
like Totum dar^ to offer you. his hand* he daxea. to. mwj^ 
t love yoi^— . 
L^u. And what signifies his saying that ? I'sa auce I 

. don't mind what he says* , 

AdeL It si^nijSies something, Louisa^or the ridiniaB 
is at least receired with politeness, the poor. one,, howoi^ 
ver wo^hy in other respecu, is rejected. with scorOf; 
■ Zou. Then they who seject a worthy man, . b^cfUiK ho 
is poor, never deserve a rich onp, I am certain* 



Bnier VAS-SnAtiU 
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V. SH" Mr. Adelhert* I«-«-Lam come to hcg yoor par* 
A)n-^I have found — , 
AdeL I beg that not a word may Ink spoken on the subject* 

V. Sn. Whymay'ntlsay, I found myself in the wcong? 
Surelv 'tis not for the pleasure of sayingit— -— « 

AdeL . Mr. Leopold has explained alL 
- V. Sn. Oh, very well, and now I mean to make 
you amends. 

Adel. Amends ! 

V, Sn. Ah, it goes against a man's stomach, to be sure, 
—but I must make ycm an apology — Leopold says I. must, 

•—they all say I must It's cursed disagreeable— but I 

must make you amends — so you see I do it with a good 
grace, I'm come to tell you, that I am just sending out 
a ship, aqd you shall go supercargo. 

AdeL Indeed ! My gratitude robs me of words te 
thank you. 

Lout, ('alarmed and Jfull of emotion J Will you go, 
Adelbert ? 

Adei. To gain an honest livelihood ! to be restored t# 
honest industry ! Oh ! heavens ! 

V. Sn, She will sail for Africa next month. 

Loui. Oh! what, will -you go to Africa ! 

AdeL (with surprise) for Africa !' 

V. Sn. You shall not be at a farthing expence. I am 
determined to do the thing handsomely. I'll freight her 
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myself ; ypu shaJl only have to purchase negroes — fAdel. 
shudders) What is the matter with you ? 

AdeL Humbled though I am, in poverty and in afflic- 
tion ; harrassed by daily cares» and wounded by hourly 
regrets — the bre^d I earn shall never force a tear from tlie 
helpless, nor bring remorse %o my repast. 

V, Sn. ^Q tiovfi mu^t not make him amende — I'm not 
to b^V^ my own way in any thing. What, then, you de- 
spise my o&r ? Go on with your romantic notions : — 
Jflere's a pretty ^couple oi you !— rone does not choose a 
husband with eighty thousand marks, and the other woi^'t 
go to sea to male his fortunes for lifie. I wish you had 
nothing but sentiment and romance to eat for ^ fortnight, 
and by that time, you. Miss, would tai^e Tilman Totum, 
with eigl||v thousand marks, and you, sir, without apopnd 
in your^cket, would be glad to sail to the coast of Gui- 
nearr-2fOunds I if I had not the sweetest temper in the 
World) I should be kept in a perpetual passion. 

f£xit Van SnarL 
(Louisa afptars agitated^ and Adtlbttt observes her 

anxiously.) 
Adel What agitates you, Louisa 
Loui. You have a kind heart, Mr. Adelbert, {pr 
every one but yourself — You wo'nt go, then, to make your 
fortune ? Oh, dear, if you had gone— ^Mr. Totum Would 
then have asked me again to marry him. 
ufdel. And would you have accepted him ? 
Lout. No, never — though he were ten times as rich 
as he is. 

('A pause for a Jew mommtsJ) 
Adel. Does my heart deceive me, or do I read yours 
aright, Louisa ? 

Lout. What do you mean ? 
Adel. Were you ever in love, Louisa ? 
Lout. Lord ! that's a strange que$tion — 
Adel. And I have perhaps no right to ask it. 
Lout. Why, thouffb you have lived a whole year in this 
house, we know nothing of you, to be sure, but that you 
come from Poland, and that we should hardly know ei- 
ther, but from your dress. 

Adel. Would you listen with patience to my story, if I 
should disclose it to you,and you alone ? 

£ 
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Loui. With patience ! Ah ! I wish you would try. 

AdeL Well, — during the last struggles of our expiring 
state, though private and important duties detained liie at 
a distance, I embarked my whole fortune on the side of 
those, who, even, against a victorious enemy, wished to 
defend their native country — you know the result — my 
situation here speaks it — except a trifling stipend that is 
still left to me, I have no remaining possession but health, 
no hope but industry — Alas ! -my poor country ! 

Loui, And can you be happy no where but in Poland, 
Mr. Adclbert ? 

Add. I might yet be happy — I might — I struggle in 
vain against myself — Reason forgets to speak, and my 
heart betrays me. [he kneels to Louisa,) 

Loui. Oh, dear ! you frighten me out of mm wits — if 
any one should come — . 

AdeL Hope only can raise me from the ground 

("Louisa hides her face with one hand, and holds out the 
othef to Addbert, who seizes it and presses it with rap- 
ture to his lips) Then I am happy — My banishment, my 
wrongs, my sufferings, all — all are now a dream. Will 
you indeed share my poverty ? Oh ! then we will make 
It a lot the richest ones shall envy. The dawn shall light 
me forth to industry, and the dews of evening shall warn 
nic from my work. Love shall season our scanty meal, 
and the husband, returning from his toil, shall enjoy, in 
contentment and affection, a kindlier rest than lights upon 
the downy beds of palaces. 

Loui, Oh ! but I am not so poor as you imagine — (^Adel- 
bert start 5 J I am not the orphan of a clergyman. 

Add, No! 

Loui. I have a father, and a rich one too. 

AdeL Rich ! then all my hopes of happiness are crushed 
at once. 

Loui* No don't say so : I am sure, when he knows 

you, he must be so proud of you ! 

AdeL The poor Adelbert dared to lift his eyes to 
the poor Louisa. The rich Louisa is lost to him — Honor 
is my tyrant — I obey, against my will — but I obey. Ah J 
Louisa ! 
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Enter Josephine. 
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Jos. Bravo, children — [both start) when lovers are 
caught — 

jidel. {embarrassed) Do not imagine that — 

Jfos, That you are in love ? oh, no — it's impossible ; 
you are a great deal too old for that. 

AdeL I should be sorry if you thought that Louisa 

Jfos. Was in love ? Oh ! no certainly ; she is a great 
deal too young. 

AdtL I assure you that 

Jfos, That she hates you : Is that the case, Louisa ? 
You see she has not the heart to deny it : and you, sir, 
can you venture to confess ? 

AdeL ^Wio can look at Louisa without admiration ? 

Jfos. Nay, that's a very rude speech when there's ano- 
ther woman in the room. 

AdeL But to love her is a blissful privilege denied to me. 

Jos. And why so, pray ? 

AdeL Because I am poor. 

Lout. And I am rich. 

Jos. Oh, you are in the right, (to A del) You are a 
good-natur'd soul, and you know what a plague it is to 
share a fortune with the person whom we love best, and 
so would save Louisa that trouble. Well, I grant you a 
twelvemonth for reflection ; Louisa will then be nine- 
teen, and you may by that time resolve to accept her with 
the incumbrance of her fortune. In the mpan time pro- 
mise me you* will not take any rash step, that may make 
Louisa unhappy. 

AdeL You shall dispose of me. (bozos and exit, 

Jos. Oh, then it's all very well. Ma^ke yourself easy, 
Louisa : the man is young, and we shall manage him. 

(Exit Louisa and Jos. 
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.SCENE IL 
A Hallin Van SnarPt house. 
Enter Nicolas, Umihing. 

I fiw'* ^c'vc got a pretty visitor to-day^ sure enouslu 
Whooyc please to speak with, sir, says 1. Any body. 
says he. And who be I to say, sir, that you ht ? Any 
bodYt s^ys h^ again— -^ — Odzooks, here he i^ follow^ 
xDg m^* 

filler Hans William, widks across the stage mgii^ M 

whistUng. 9 

jVtV. Be pleased to sit here awhile, sir ; and I'll go on 
tritbout any body, to see if any body is at home. 

\_Fxit Nicouu lawgking to himseff. 

a. WiL So, Hans William, here you are — My father 
has an odd way of thinking ; — I shall be more inclined to 
follow my own — Eh ! yonder's a nice girl — ^I wish tiiat 
may be Josephine. 

£n^£r Josephine. 

frrH morning, young lady. 
Jos. It is rather afternoon than morning. 
tl* WiL Not where the day breaks so brightly. 
Jos. Very gallant, truly — May I take the liberty to 

•sk— 

H. WiL Who I am ? — I am a queer fellow. 

Jos* Well, but queer fellows have names. 

H. WiL Mine is Timothy Trifle, at your service ; — 
•» Plain Timothy with the men — dear Timothy with the 
women." 

»• Jfoi. With all of them ? 

** H- Wil* With all who wish to please me." And 

tww, what is your name ? 

Jos. My — my name is Louisa Rose. I am a poor 
^^krgyman's orphan, who live in this house. Perhaps you 
^vc Dusiness with Mr. Van Snarl ? 
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H. WiL But 1 h^ve with his daughter ? 

^^ J.* With his daughter ? 

H. WiL They say she has a great fortune ; and, about 

six weeks ago, says my mother one evening, to me * 

'* Dear Timothy, you are a poor fellow, ana must make 
your fortune by marriage. 

Jos. Very wisely. 

H. WiL Very motherly, you mean. Thete's Mr. Van 
Snarl, says she, your father's old fichool-fellow, has a 
most charming daughter — I dare say you must know her. 

Jos. Oh, to be sure — I know Josephine as well as I 
know myself. r 

//. IviL Is she handsome ? 

Jos. When she consults her looking-glass, she shinks so. 

H. wm U she like you ? 

Jos. She is not handsomer than I ai^t 

H. WiL I like that — she has no need.- ■ Has she 
good sense ? 

Jos. Not enough to prevent her from talking. 

H. WiL Well, I like that — Is she kind hearted, good 
to the poor ? 

Jos. Oh, lord ! the poor get nothing in this house, if 
I do not give it them. 

H. WiL I don't like that. Is she grave or lively ? 

Jos. As wild as a young devil. 

H. WiL Aye ! Then she'll just do for me. 

Jos. But there's one thing, Mr. QueerfcUow, with 
your-^I like that, and I don't like that, that's againit you : 
— Josephine's hand is promised, 

H. WiL to whom ? 

Jos. To a young man at Amsterdam— one Hans Wil- 
liam. 

H. WiL Oh, Iknowhim. — I'll rid her of that booby. 

Jos. What sort of a man is he ? 

H. WiL He ? A stupid, pedantic fellow, with a full- 
bottom'd wig. 

Jos. ph, lord ! 

H. WiL A shrill voice, and bandy legs. 

Jos. Oh, lord ! / don't like that. 

H. WiL You don't like it ? How does it concern you 
then ? 

Jos. Oh, it's nothing at all to nte^ to be sui^e^— only for 
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my friend's sake. [Aside] So I had nearly betrayed my- 
self. — Do vou wish to see my father, Sir ? 

H,mL'Your{7iihGT\ 

Jos. My friend's father, I mean. {GoingA 

H. IViL Hold, hold, a moment ^ looks sUaJastly in her 
fact,) Your name is Louisa Rose. *' It may be ; — 
** there's not a rose-bed in Christendom, that would re- 
•• fuse to own you ; but'* deuce take me if I believe you. 
— Shall I tell you your real name ? 

Jos, Well, what is it ? 

//. WiL Josephine. 

JOS, Kx\\ wliat makes you suppose so ? 

H. Wil, I doii't suppose — I am certain. — You disco- 
vered the husband in iny features at liist sight, and \o\x 
thi^-nglitit your duty to impose upon me instanriy. 

Jos. Yon arc a devil. [^Runs off.' 

IL li^il. Bravo, Hans William ' — That's just the girl 
for you. Oh, here comes old Van Snarl, I suppose; — 
Egal, I'll have nothing to say to him, till I know whether 
that be Josephine, or not. 

Eniei' Van Snarl. 

J\ Sn. Your servant, Sir. {H. Will, whistles) Here* s 
a pretty f'::Ilow ! — My daughter telis me you desire to 
speak with mc. 

II.J'/tL Oil, that is your daugliter, is she? 

V, Sn, Why whose should slic bo ? — Next I'm not to 
bo father of my own children. She tells me your name is 
IVifle. 

//. IViL You recollect the name well enough, I sup- 
pose ? 

V, Sn. Never heard it in my life. 

//. JViL When you were at school, with the old Doc- 
tor with a red nose, and used to steal peaches in compa- 
ny with Tom Trifle. 

y. Sn. Tom Trifle! — Who is he.? 

//. Pril. My father. Sir, your poor school-fellow. 

V. Sn. Poor ! Zounds, Sir, I do not know any thing 
of him. If you have nothing particular to say to me — 

//. IVil. I have a letter to you from my father — The 
deuce ! I have left that plaguy letter at the inn. 
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V. Sn. There yoirmay leave it rhen, 

H. Wil, ril run and fetch it in a moment. 

V, Sn. You may break your neek by the way, if you 
chuse. I desire you'll never step your foot over my 
threshold again. 

H, Wil. otay, old gentleman — stay till I return with the 
letter — I'll make you remember Tom Trifle, depend on it. 

[^xzVH.WiL. 

V. Sn* Puppv* These young fellows, now-a-days, have 
no more respect for riches than they have for manners. 
[going.) 

Enter Leopold, meeting kim. 

Ltop. Brother, lend me the master-key of your house. 

V. Sn. What is it for ? 

Leop. I cannot tell you at present. 

V. Sn. Then I cannot lend it you at present. — D'ye in- 
tend to set all my doors wide open to-day f — F^rst comt*s 
my daughter, ** Pappa, lend me the master-key." — ^^Shc I* 
hardly gone, when you come, *' Brother, lend me the 
"master-key." — Every body wants me to (end them some- 
thing. 

Leop. Surely thou don't distrust me ? 

V. Sn. I don't say that : — I know you won't rob rce; 
but 'tis fair enough to refuse you for all that. 

Leop. On what account ? 

V. Sn. v/ho has got English patent locks to his doors, eh ? 

Leop. For that 1 have a particular reason. - 

V, Sn. Who sits whole days locked up in his room, eh? 

Leop, I wish to be alone. 

V, Sn. Who has a mysterious cabinet^ in which no 
mortal has dared to set foot for years together. 

Leop, That's my fancy. 

V, Sn. Well^ and it's my fancy not to lend you the 
master key. I have my particular reasons as well as you, 
only I'm not so unbrotherly minded ; but that is no won- 
der — you have not siich a remarkable sweet temper as I 

have There, there's the key, but take notice, if I 

Baiss a single bottle of \yine, you shall be answerable for it. 

[_Exit Van SrtarL 
L eop He is in the right-i-but \ daie not open my heart 
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to him. He would not understand it. Could I indeed find 
the bosom of a friei;d ! A 

Enter Louisa. 

(LiopOLD turns and Starts ai percdving ker.) 

Lout, I hop^ I don't interrupt you, sin 

Leap, Come in, Louisa, you can never be unwelcome; 

Lout, You are so good, and yet I am afraid yeu are 
not happy. 

Leof. I was once happy : That's the proudest boast 
that mortality allows. 

Lotti. And why can^'t you be happy again ? I'm sure 
all good people, who know you, must wish to make you so. 

Z^op. Few are the hearts, Louisa, that keenly feel for 
the distress of others : . those few the miserable cannot 
seek —but when once they find them — Oh ! heaven ! 

{lifting up his hands with great ematiw. 

Leut. I am an orphan ; and it signifies so little what a 
poor girl, like me, feels for the distress of other people, 
that I am afraid to tell you how many tears you havecostme. 

Leop. Tears for me ! 

Lout, I am too young, to be sure, to ask you questions 
about yourself; but if I had a right — if I were your re- 
lation, now — your daughter, or — 

Leop, Would to heaven ! 

Lout. Hav*nt you a daughter ? 

Leop. I have. 

Lout. Is she about my age ? 

Leop. Yes, thereabout. 

Loui. And why don't you let her live with you ? 

Leop. Dear girl, spare me ! do not repeat that question- 

Loui. Has she offended you ? 

Leop. Never. 

Loui. Then you do not love her ; that's a sure thing. 

Leop. She is my only happiness on earth ! 

Loui. Then why have you banished the poor soul 
your presence ? 

Leop. {warmly) Who says so ? Those" with whom she 
lives — -and must live yet for a short time — are excellent 
people. 
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tout. 3ut they are Qot ber parents. Sb^ doe« not fin4 
^e care of a fong-n^other. 

i^e^fif Qh, hpaven !: 5bc has.nq mother I 

Loui. That's a great pity, when she does i|ot find a father. 

L€op» Cease, girl ! cesksel^afurt^pauseytity my sjoprows 

Loui* indeed I wish to shar^ theip, |)o let me speak 
to you. Qeath has rpbbpd you of a wife, but you have 
still a daughter left : she would be almost wild with joyg 
if she could fill her mother's place in your aflfection— — 
Why will you not call her to you i 

Leap. She shall come. 

Loui, And, till she comes, do look on me as your daugh* 
tcr — let me dry your tears, and kiss the hand a daughter 
should kiss. {Takes his hand and kisses it. 

Leop, Louisa, you have shaken my soul. I cannot ac^ 
count for the power you have over me— ^ — Yes, I will 
disclose to you the very sanctuary of my grief— Come to 
my apartment an hour hence— It is sacred to sorrow—^ 
sacred, alas L have I kept it — nor have I suffered the foot 
of a stranger to profane the threshold.-*«-^For one hour 
^dieuy Louisa !--—Remember-^be punctual. 

. S^eunt Lov ISA and 'Leopold 0u opposite iides* 

JiND OF THE THIRD ACT. 

■ ■ • al 

ACT IV. 

^ » ■ 

Apartmest in Van Sparl's House. 

SCENE L 
tnter Mrs. Ron, Nicolas, and another Servant. 

Nicolas. 

HAT is the matter, Mrs. Rose ? 

Mrs. R. There is a crowd about them at the inn : they 
fought with swords, as if flesh and blood were made 
of wood. 

Jfic. WelMMtwhp are they ? 

Mfj.M* OIL i dba't wish to know— -soipebody said it 
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was our Polish lodger — but heav'n forbid ! — a couple of 
■wild wrclchcE — I'm certain ihey never read my busband't 
sermon on duelling — the last sermon my poor dear Dr. 
Olearius ever preached 

Nic. Are they woupded ? 

Mrs. R. Oh ! I dare say they are both killed— they 
fought together, one like a cannibal, the other like i 
hotttnpot 

EhIitToivk. 

To!. Fine doings ! five gashes, three side-cuts, and an 
eye-let hole — The Pole is a pretty fellow. 
- Nk, Mr. Adelbert ! 

Tot. Theyoung gentleman wanted a bleeding. 

Mtj. R. Whai. is Mr. Adelbcn wounded ? 

Tot. The point of the sword made entry by his wind- 
pipe, proyed a running account in his ribs, and carried 
over into the heart — I think he's a safe man. 

Mn. R. Oh, mercy ! let us go and enquire about him. 
Oh, that he had read my husband's last sermon on duels ! 
(Exeunt Mrs. Rosi OAd servants. 

Tot. Ha ! — Louisa will now be mistress Totum — Ha ! 
no rival now — The Pole's done for, Ha ! Scratch out the 
Pole. Ha I {Exit. 



ADtLEEtLT's Apartment, with an inner room and closet i 

and a window locking into tke street — A sma.ll hex 

, standing onlketabU — Atrunkintke corner of tkeTOom. 

Louisa opens tke door, and enters timorously then 

treading softly , goes towards the window ani looks out. 

Loui. No, he is not coining ; I am safe for a few min- 
utes at least—poor soul ! he is wounded, and perhaps he 
can't come home yet— he will want a great many thing?. 
which money can procure for him — so let me make haste 
and give him all I havci {she takes the bill of eKchan$t 
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Jr^m ier hosomj N«w where shall I put this note, that he 
may see it directly ? On the table — no, it won't be safe — 
{iries to open the box on the table) Stay, this is not lock'd 
—he cannot help seeing it here, when he opens the box. — 
('laying the paper in the box and addressing herself to it) 
Don't you let any body take you out, but my Adelbert, 
and when you come to his hands, tell him (takes up ike 
note and kisses it J there, tell him that. Now if I can 
get back to my own room before any one asks for me, 
{goes towards the door) Oh ! dear ! h8rk' I ;h^ somebody 
on the stairs. *' If Adelbert should ^IMttfipe back — No, 
it's impossible in this short time (listen^^ty are coming" 
— If I should be found here^-cannot I hide myself ? — 
this door is o^cnx (goes into an inner room* J 

Leopold opens the door cautiously — Enters. 

Leop. So 1 might have pass'd without the master- 
key. It is.plain the young gentleman has little to lose, 

or l^ss suspicion of losing it Well, here is a man with 

n^iom I can hold fellowship-^to whom I can at last o- 
pen a burthen'd heart — ^a comfort so long denied to me ! 
f Louisa^ overhearing^ clasps her hands with expreS" 
sions of great a^ection) Spite of that noble pride which 
disdains to lie under an obligation, I will enjoy the plea- 
sure of conferring one oh him — this for a beginning [takes 
a roleaujrom his pocket) where shall I put the money ?— 
This box— Aye rt is operi (opens the bfix and sees the 
note) Eh ! what is this ! the very bill I sent by yesterday's 
post to my daughter ! how can it have corne into this 
man's box ? — Cpuld the servant I sent with the letter 

have opened it ? ^he is seemingly honest— ^nay I know 

him to be so " Fie, fie, I'm ashamed of myself when 

I suspect an honest man." Surely Adelbert could not 

{discovers suspicion and horror) could not have re- 

course to means^ I shudder even to think of ! at least 

'tis ground of reasonable suspicion Shall I take back 

the note ? — No ! What right have I to take out of a 
stranger's chest, a paper, which I sent to Frankfoit fifteen 
hours jsince ! — a perfect riddle ! Til leave it where I 
Jbund it (puts the note again in the box J my money too 
^hall stty liiif re it was — (puts the roleau in his pocket J 






and now tnck to my solitary chafhbc^, till Vdfte mA^ 
sate conjecture sbali m^lc ine oncb inofe hope that man 
HOC altogether Intefiil ! , lEicU fxbffdUL 

Lou IS A comes okifroffi Hit iniier robm. 

Lmi. Oh.m^rcy! whit have I done ? Init«kddfKe%. 
ifag poor Adelbertf I h^ve brought him m^o a ^stispitfion of 
the basest g&il^ WKtt'can I do ! I ihust e*n go and tcB 
my father who! Mi, come hi it what may. i^, IMI tcB 
him ali-—deaf^^HK*i do tremble so! ^— let me ^ mnf 
before I'm caught' fl^in {goes to the door — starts mmd 
tuns back again frig ften'd) Oh, mercy I there's somcbodtf 
«Ise — this time perhaps it is Adelbert himself ! — I fed » 
if I had done wrong — but heaven knows my innocent 
intentions ; I'll hide mysielf once more, (retuns into ike 
inner room.) 

ToTuil puts His ^edd in at the door. 

Tot. Eh ! door open ! now for a pcfep (inters J iitfbod|^ 
here — ^Pole Wounded — stopt at hotel — post time to debit 
and proceed. Now, sure as ray name is Tiiraan Totum, 
I'll balance the Pole's books — ** if detected, transfer ac- 
count to my 'master, and declare I went by orders." 

Loui. f looking out) What can Mr. Totum want, I 
Wonder ! — 

Tot. (looks round the room with conttmpt) Liglk 
stock in warehouse — soon taken — " small cotnpass — ere* 
dit trouble and thought." — ^Quick — ^first look over papen 
^ — Eh ! no desk ! no books ! — a fellow of rio account !-^^ 
Oh ! may be he writes in his closet — look into back shop. 
{goes into the closet,) 

Loui. (coming from the inner room) I am frighten 'tl 
out of my wits — he does not perceive me, and Tlj seize 
this moment to make my iescape — I cannot giiess his de- 
sign, but. whatever it may be. Til lock the door after me, 
and leave him to answer tor it. 

\_Exit Louisa, and locks the door without. 

Tot. (returns) Egad, he's a deep one. Where cah 
he keep the balajfcc sheet? must have private books 
fcioraewhere — (sees the box on the tableJ-^-^Ob^'^l heit 
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TureliaVehiin — now see contents — now we'll detect the 
spy — ("takes out the bill q/ exchange and reads.) " On 
demand pay to this my order, the sum of three hundred 
crowns." Accepted too! As good as Bank — ah, your 
spies must have the wherewith [reads again) " Le—o— *' 
What ! '* Leopold Van'* — drawn by my master's brother ! 
jfcoahds/thfs fs forgery ! " Aye, aye, this is the use he 
*• mik^s of getting his h't^i into good bobfe." We'lJ go 
over a few more folios hefe. [xtraws U chair to 'the table^ 
iits Howh, and i^^ins 'to fufninage the box-.) If I can 
barely fitid enough to h^hg him, that's aU, (rummaging J 
that's all the harm I wish him. Hark! dia not I hear 
something ? {Rises suddenly^ replaces every thing ifi the 
t9X, except 'the ndte^ and shuts the box hastily^ which clo~ 
ses with a spring-lock,) I'll take a peep down the street, 
to be sure that Mr. Iron-driver is not nearer than I sus- 
b^ct. [He runs to the window^ loofts out, ami starts.) 
Oh,' here's a blunder ; here's ^ scratch — ^^Zounds ! here*^ 
Old Scratch himself. Yonder comes the Pole ; I see his 

llead. Whip off With thfe box^^Egad, the best way 

/Takes up the box and goes towards the dtfor.J — " We'H 
^* have aValter for you, Mr. Forgery, and then se^ whose 
^ is the isateist lie?ad ; your's with a rope round it, or TiU 
"•* ]fh'an Toturii's with eighty thousand marks to credit." 

5Go(is'toiheddoryiries to trpen it, and Jinds it locked.) 
ih! hoV*s this ? the door fast !—0 Lord 1 lamcheck'd. 
'A pfi^i^Ue on him ; I hear him at the foot of the staircase-^ 
*theffe are only thirty-four steps, two landing pfaces, and a 
turning, between me and a sword through my bod v. Oh, 
*the devil I here he is on the stairs. Let's return the notie 
— (sets the box down on the table, and tries to open it,) 
Devii on devil ! the box shuts with a spring-lock, and the 
lid is fast. '* O lud, if this piiece of forgery is found up- 
•* on me, I shall be brought in an accomplice, and then 
*• there'll be a halter for me." 1 have open'd a i^e head 
of account here. Where shall Lput the note ? Here is a 
trunk as large as our ledger. I'll insert it here; he won't 
think of opefting this. "At least the note will be wrote 
•* off from my iiead." [Open's the trunk, fiings tkt note 
into it, and shuts it again*) 
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Enter Adklbert and Hans William. 

Tot* Mr. Adelbc;^, your most obliged and obedient* 

AdeL Mr. Totum, how did you Qome into my room ? 

ToL Brought forward per door. Sir. 

jidel. I left my door lock'd. 

Tot. Closed ; pardon me, it stood open, X swears 
though there's no occasion to swear that, because it is true. 

jideL But we found it shut this moment. 

Tot. Why, yes ; while I was just looking out at the 
window, a sudden i^r^ came in per chimney, and closed 
the account— rclosed the door, I mean. 

jIdeL And lock'd it too ? 

Tot. Lock'd it! Oh, perhaps it shuts with a springs 
{aside) like some other cursed locks. 

Adcl. It does not turn without a key.' 
^ Tot. No ? not turn ! — then it must have been an 
Eddy wind, — a sort of iornado-^vfc suffer muclr by 
them in our trade. 

Adel. And «pray. Sir, what might occasion me Hjfi 
honour of this, visit ? 

'Tot. O Lord, Sir, your chamber commands such t* 
fine view of the forest ! I was just taking a peep, look- 
ing over your leaves — the leaves of your trees, 1 mean. 
Charming green fields, Sir ! smooth as the desks in our 
counting-house. What beautiful geese. Sir, on the com- 
mon yonder ! good quills, I warrant; eighteen stivers per 
dozen. You would find them excellent for book-keeping. 

Adelbert and Hans William express contempt 

of ToTVM. 

H. Wil. Come, you forget that you are wounded. 

AdeL A mere scratch on the wrist. 

Tot. Scratches are sometimes serious things. 

Adel'. A little balsam will cure it ; to-morrow there 
will scarcely remain a scar — {goes into the inner-room.) 

Tot. (aside J Now is my time for getting out without 
loss, {to H. Wil.) lam glad to find our Friend so little 
damaged, Sir. I wish you a good afternoon, Sir. 

H.Wil. Stay, Sir; 1 could not pardon myself, if I did 
not declare to every one the noble assistance I have receiv* 
ed from that gentleman. 
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Tot. Another timet shall be happy to attend — I Wish 
_you a good afternoon, Sir. * 

- H. WiL I'll tell it you in a few words. - 

Tot. [with j^reat impatience) As few as you please.— 
I have three bills to forward to Amsterdam, seven letters 
of advice, thirteen dunners, all for night's post ; to be 
ready at nine, P. M. 

H. WiL As I was finishing my wine this afternoon at 
«the Hotel, I engaged a party at Faro, which was at my 
side, [points to his left hand.) 

Tot. Yes, debtor's side. 

H. Wil. I knew no one : a man in the dress of an offi- 
cer held the bank, so, without scruple, I punted high,, and 
lost a good round sum. On this I wanted to force the 
jpme, and put an hundred ducats on one card. 

Tot. Yes, a hundred ducats ; exactly that sum I shall 
send CO agent at Leipsic to-morrow ; three notes ready in 
iron che^t, No. 21, three months date, No. 29 — 

* H. iVU. Well, well, but, my friend yonder in his bed- 
room, whose name I don't know, stood leaning on a chaif, , 
and observing the game, — You don't attend to me^ (To- 
TUM looks frequently to the door of the bed-room^) .fe^i 

Tot* Yes — 1 do— Sir ; attention is the best point of 
business — I am attending, Sir — to— (aside) see how I can 
get off before I am caught by the Pole again. 

H. Wil. The card turn'd against me, and I was pushing 
the cash to the bank ; stop, Sir, cried he, take; your irb- 
ney back ; you arecheated. (Tot. draws baci\ H. Wil. 
follows.) 

Tot. Yes — cheated. 

H. WiU Up jumps the bank-holder, insults my friend; 
both drew their swords, and before we could part them, 
both were wounded. 

Tot. Double entry — good check — very extraordinary 
indeed. I wish you a good afternoon, sir. [Adelbert re^ 
turns from the inner room, and advances. TotuPi going 
out, meets him J A plague! Hefe is the Pole again. 

Adel. {holding his wrist with the other hand) There, it 
is dress'd. Mr. Totum, be so good to lift the lid of that 
trunk, and take out a ribbon which lies at the top. 

Tot. Sit I take out ! ■ excuse me, sir^ I never take 
-any thing out of other people's trunks. • 
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H^ WiL Do you know her ? 

AdeL (irfibarrasstd^ but recollecting hiniself J Yes. 

H' IViL You do ! then there is really. such a person f 

AdeL There is only one Louisa Rose in the worli 

H» WiL I comprehend — Hans William, you are come 
tcre a day too late. Is she rich ? 
^ AdeL Unfortunately she is. 
'^ Hans WiL Unfortunately ! for whom ? 

AdeL What have I said! pardon mc, my friend. 
Yqu have an honest open countenance, and it led me half 
way to a confession, which ' 

H. WiL You may very safely entrust to mc — Go dn. 

AdeL A confidence so rashly ventured-*— r- 

H, WtL Is, I own, as rare as the generous action, by 
which you haye made me your friend for life. 

AdeL I cannot resist you — yes, I love Louisa--^the a* 

f[itation in which you see mc, will tell you how emch I 
ove her. While I believed her the orphan of apoor an4 
humble clergyman, I flattered myself 1 might have ob- 
tained her — but, alas !— — - 

H, WiL What ! did not Von Snarl acknowledge her 
lor his daughter ? ^ 

AdeL Louisa his daughter ! 

H» WiL He told me so himself just no w 

AdeL She said her father was rich ! {witk emotion^) 

H, WiL I am to marry her. 

AdeL f starts J You are to marry her ! 

H* WiL I came hither for no other purpose. 

AdeL And will you marry her ? 

' H. WiL (holds out his hand to Adelbert) What] 
and break the heart of a man who has riske'd his life for 
me! give me your hand. T,they shake hands J If you can* 
not make an answer tor me to that question, V\\ mak^ 
none for myself. 

AdeL But 1 heard of a match that was in treaty for'Jo- 

sephine. 

H. WtL Josephine ! well, that's she, is it not ? 
AdeL I don't understand you. 
H. WiL Von Snarl has but one daughter, has he ? 
AdeL Did not you say Louisa too was his daughter ? 
H. WiL Eh ! — I begin to suspect some mistake — let U8 
examine, if you plr*"^ ^ 
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Add. You came to this house to marry Louisa- 



H> WiL No : I cahie to marry Josephine, Von Snarl's 
daughter^ 

AdeL And who wants to force Louisa on you ? 

H» WiL Why, are not Josephine and Louisa the same 
person ? 

AdcL By no means. * 

H. WiL Then one of them has made a fool of me. 
Which of the two is the merrier ? ' 

' AdtL Josephine. ^ • 

jy. WiL Hurra ! that's my girl then !— ^shake hands a- 
gain — the first was a sentimental shake, and this is a mer- 
ry one. We shall not be rivals. 

AdeL Again 1 do hot comprehend you. 

i/. WiL Why, the truth is, I am very properly served 
—I came into this house under a false name, and thegir:s 
have outwitted me — Josephine suspected my design, and 
pass'd herself on me for Louisa Rose. I'll be reverig'd ; 
tho' egad, I like her better than ever, 

AdeL Then you know nothing of Louisa ? 

H.'WiL I never imagined, till this moment, that there 
was such a person in existence. I'll go down and look 
for that merry girl again, and if I find her — {g-oing,) One 
Vord before 1 go, my dear new friend — You peiceive I 
am likely to have some interest in this house, and if it can 
avail you with Louisa, you shall find that the mark a ras- 
cal has left on your wrist, will be much sooner worn aij 
than the impression you have made on an honest m 
keart. Come along. 

[^Exeunt Hans William and Adelbert. 




END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 









INDIGENCE, ANB 
ACT V. 

5CENE I. 



• A Hall in Van Snarl's Hoase. 
Enter Mrs. Rose, loith keys in her hand^ Jo%MfuistfoUomn^* 

jfosephinu 
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.RS. Rose! 

* Mrs, R Aye, to be sure ! Mrs. Rose must be every 
where at once ! Well, child, what do you want witn 
Mrs. Rose ? 

Jos, I thought I saw Mr. Adelbert return. 

Mrs, R, Yes, yes, he has conie home sure enough. 

Jfos, And a young gentleman with bim 

Mrs. R. A young gentleman ! —I was on the'stair-casc, 

^with a sugar-loaf under my arm — so I stopp'd and made a 

curtsy. Mr. xA.delbert bow*d very politely, I must say 

that tor him — but the other' young geutUman brush'd by 

me, as if he would haveknock'd me down. 

Jos, He was attentive only to his friend, who W5» 
wounded. 

Mrs, R, Manners are good at all times, say 1. 

Enter Louisa, 



Well, Louisa 

Jos, Have you heard what occasioned the duel ? 

houi. Oh ! it was such a generous action of Mr. 
Adelbert, to 

Mrs, /?. A generous action ! to thrust a sword through 
a man's body ! You have forgot, I fancy, what excellent 

things my husband said in his sermon against duels • 

Poor dear Mr. Olearius ! 

Loui, Dear mother, if you would now but step up to 

poor Mr. Adelbert — perhaps he wants help you have 

several fyje receipts for wounds, you know. 
' Mrs, R, Child, I have a great many excellent wound 
balsams — but / step up into the young man's room ! 
You know before one has come to ^^ certain ag e ■ — 
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Loui. A certain age ! — and what docs that signify ? I 
think at any time of life we should give our help to a fel- 
low creature, when it is wanted. 

Mrs. R. You are right, my dear Wlien we can bt 

useful, we must sometimes disregard slanderous tongues ; 
<— so 1*11 carry Mr. Adelbert the black ointment, which 

stands on the chimney in my room. but don't lot 

any body know it, 

Jos, There's only that young man there — he won't- tell. 

Mrs. R* Oh, mercy ! if it should be known that I 

visited a young man in his bed-room ! however^ 

I'll carry him the black ©intmentv [-^^^-^ Mrs. Rase. 

Loui. Now, my dear Josephine, let me tell you what 
has pass'd — but I am so confused, I can hardly speak* 

Jos. For joy or grief ? 

Loui* Oh ! for both. In the first place, — my father— 

Jos. Whose whims begin to tire me 

Leni. I summoned up all my courage, and spoke to 

him--' and am so happy 

' Jos. Well — what has pass'd ? 

Loui. He promis'd to tell me all his sorrows, 

Jfos. Then I don't wonder at your being so happy. 

Upon my word you are much obliged to him- 



Loui. And he desired me to meet him in his room- 



Jos, And are you prepared in what you will say. to him ? 

Loni. No, not 1= but my heart will be full and 

then I warrant I shan't want words to tell it's'meaning. 

H. WiL [without) Josephine ! Josephine j 

Jos. Who calls me ? 
[^Louisa goes to the side of the sta^e^ Hans Willian enters 

and seizes her nand.'j 

H. WiL Oh ! arc you found by your true name ? eh ! 
who is this ? I beg a thousand pardons, ma'm — 

Jos. Ha ! ha ! fairly caught ! Give me leave sir, to 
introduce you to this young lady . This is miss Joseph- 
ine — My dear Josephine, this is Mr. Timothy Trifle. 

Loui. Sir, my name is Louisa Rose — 

H. WiL Another Louisa Rose ? and yet I heard a per- 
•on in this house, say just now, that there is but one Lou- 
isa Rose in the world — [Josephine smiles^ Louisa blusk^ 
€s) Well, my dear Louisa Roses, inforui mc where I 
may find the r<^al genuine Josephine ? 
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^£>J. What is your pleasure, sir, with her ? 

H. IViL Exactly this — if you are both Louin Rpeet I 
have no business with either of you — but if you are both 
Josephine, I'm r(5s61ved I'll marry you both. 

Louu Is not this the gentleman you expected to-day ? 

Jos. What, my lover, Hans William ? Oh, aa, he 
wears a full bottom'd wig, has a shrill voice, and isbandy- 
Icgg'd. 

H. WiU He is very like me, for all that. 

Jos. No.« I have Deen expecting him this whole mora>- 
ing, and in the mean time comes this saucy ■ 

i/. Wil. Take care what you are going to call me ■ ■ 
{Louisa IS going J 

Jos, Stay, liouisa, don't go— not that I'm afraid of be* 
ing left alone with Mr. Trifle, but that — • 

Loui. I must go now, to the person I told yoo of— « 
when I come back, I'll meet you m your room [exit Lout. 

Jos, And now, sir, I desire to' know whether ymi VB 
Hans William or Trifle ? ^ 

H.mi. Which do you wish ? 

Jos. Neither — Can you speid: the truth ? •. 

i/. fT//. Certainly. 

Jos, Do it then this moment. 

H. IViL I am in love with you. 

Jos. Who ask'd you that ? 

H. IViL Have yuu settled, what day will be conveniest 
for our wedding ? 

Jos, What, then, you are determined to marry me ? 

H, Wtl, Positively. 

Jos. And have you spoken to my father ? 

//. Wil. Yes. 

Jos. And what said he? 

H' W. He requested me never to put my foot over hif 
threshold again. 

Jos. Indeed ! and what induces you to refuse him 
such a trifling request ? 

H. Wil. 1 do not — I mean to take him at his word, only 
I design to take you with me. 

Jos. Are you quite sure of that ? 

H. Wil Quite — ; 

Jos. Without letting me know who you are I Whe» 
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a man intends to rob an honest girl of her name, he should 
at least provide her with another. 

H. ^iL Why, I gave you your choice of two* 

Jos» Well, then, your name is not Trifle. 

H, Wil, No more than yours is Louisa Rose. 

Jos. Why did you wish to impose on me ? 

H. WiL ril tell you. Your father and mine, hav^ 
treated our love a little too much in a mercantile manner. 

Jos. Out love ! 

H. WiU I did not wish to contradict my father, sind as 
lay heart was-free, I neither promised or refused, biU I 
was determined first to take a look at you. If 1 had 
not liked you, I should have been off again iti a moment : 
but — here I am still — and, to own the truth at once — I 
do like you. 

J&s. You're very flaftering. ' ' ^ 

M. If^iL And therejFore meaning to be a dutiful Ion — 
f advances to zuar els Jos. J 

Jos. Hold,hold, not in such haste — perhaps I may have 
a mind first to look at you too. 

//. ?^/7. With all my heart — [turns round J 

Jos. The outside is well enough--— but who will answer 
for the inside ? 

H. Wil. That you'll find out after the wedding. 

Jos. A clear bargain, my father says, prevents quar- 
rels— »— suppose we agree to tell our own faults to one 
another, and then try if we can be friend*. 

H. Wil. With all my heart. 

^^ J. Well, do you begin. 

H. Wil. First, I am hotheaded and passionate. 

Jos. That may be cured by good temper on my part. 

Jf. Wil. Tm careless 

Jos. That will be cured when you have a wife to 
look after. 

H. WiL I am vain. 

Jos. That you must only be of me, 

H. Wil. 1 shall be vainer than ever, if I win you for 
»y wife. 

J^S' Well, that ril forgive proceed. 

H. Wil. That is all. 

Jos* Oh, then yoxi may be e«dur*d. 
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H. WiL I hopt so— -and now it's your turn to tfU 
your faults. 

Jos. I have none. 

H. WiL None at all. 

jfos. Girls have no faults before marriage. 

H. WiL And after marriage ? 

Jos> Have none but in the eyes of their husbands. 

H, WiL So we have settled our accounts already 1 

Jos* Hold ! hold ! ihere are a lew other things to be 
discussed. Have you no bad habits ? 

H. WiL None that I know of. 

J95. How do you pass the day when you are at home? 

//. WiL I have a foolish custom of my country — ^^I 
like a pipe for an hour or two— 

Jos. 1 cap not endure it — -you must give up the pipe» 

H. WiL I shall find that difficult, perhaps. 

Jos. As you please 1 can play with my lapvdog 

while you are smoking. 

H. WiL Yourlap-dog! 

Jos. I can leave him when you leave your pipe. 

H. WiL 1 give up the pipe 

Jos. I give up the lap-dog ; well, proceed withtheda)% 

//. Wib I love to dine at two. 

Jos. I hate to dine 'till four. 

//. WiL For your sake I can dine an hour later. 

Jos, To oblige you, I would dine an hour earlier* 

H. WiL Then at three 

Jos. Agreed. 

H. WiL After dinner I take a nap. 

Jos, And I take an airing. 

H. WiL Without me ? 

Jos, I cannot take your bed in my carriage. 

//. WiL .But suppose 1 don't sleep 

Jos. Then I don't go out. 

//. WiL In the evening I goto the club. 

Jos, And I invite^company. 

H. WiL Whom I don't know ! 
*... Jos. I cannot ask your club into my apartment. 
^ ' //. WiL Then I shall stay at home 

Jos. And I shall have no company but those whom 
you invite. 
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U, Wil. Well — so far we proceed co dially ■ — > ■ but 
I have one bad habit, I own, not so easy ti. be got .rid of — 

jrou will overlook it, I dare say — : 1 cannot help falling 

m Jove with every pretty woman I see. » 

Jos. Oh, that's of no importance at all. 

H. W. Indeed ! — well, that's very good natured. [nettled 
.Jos, I cannot be otherwise than good-natured on that 
head, because I have exactly the same fault. 

H, Wil. Eh ! 

Jos* 1 cannot h^lp liking every handsome man that 
•omes in my way. . . 

H, Wil. What ! 

Jos* I like to hear men pay me comoliments 

H. Wil Do you ? 

Jos> Swear solemn vows to me:: — — - — 

H. Wil. r>o you? 



Jos, To be sure — what is the matter with yoii ? ■ ■ ■ 
You dislike it, do you ? 

H, Wil. Suppose we both leave off this la^t trick ? " 

JOs,. How is that to be managed ? 

H» Wil. Suppose 1 have no eyes but for you ? 

Jos. To that I consent. 

H. WiL Suppose you have none but for me ? * 

Jos* That will be the consequence of tKe other. 

H Wil, Say you so ? then give me your hand in earnest. 

Jos. Yei but you must first obtain my father's 

leave to step over the tlireshold. 

H, Wil, [snatches her hand and kisses it) Come along 
my charming girl, Til obtain your father's leave, to do 
every thing that you bid me, as long as wc live. 

^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 



{LEOPOLD'i Apartment, hung round with black ; at the 
back of the stagf the door of a Cabinet , or small inner 
room, closed, and silk curtains drawn before it. Fur^ 
niturc suited to the melancholy of the apartment. '^ 

Enter Leopold, musing. 

An hour has nearly passed, and Louisa will presently 
))eher€. For the first time, sinc« fifteen yearns bav^ olap-^ 

H 
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scd, ihe foot of a stranger vrill tread this sancturay of 
ray sorrows — for the first time my heart will open itself 
, to synipaliiy, and the tears of "another being will be mixed 
with mine. 1 fee^ myself imaccouiuably attracted to- 
wards that good girl. Hiirk ! she is come. 

I.OUISA opens the daor, and enters timorously. 

Leap. You arc true to your appointment, Louisa. 

Leui, I have counted the minutes ever since I left you.. 
What a daik and dismal room this is ! 

Leap, h wears the colour oF mourning In the 

first hours of grief, the eye feeds with pleasure on these 
' congenial hues — but a real and lasting grief outlives the 

very sense of these vain distinctions In my si^ht these 

walls erenow a mere blank Soalsotome is life — 

mournful and void. 

Lout. Yousaid your life was not always so sad. 

Leap. I enjoyed its morning — but its noon was slonny — 
and now, its closing/eve, shade deepening over shade, 
wraps fiie bewildered and perplexed, in cheerless darkness, 

Loui. But iAdecd, indeed, I am sure your evening 
may be brighter if you choose. 

Leap. It I choose ; — Can I command the clouds tbat 
lower round my setting sun ? 

Loui- Yes, I do think you may. Now,- pray, listepto^ 
ine ; — You have been very good to me — you have given" 
me your confidence — you have made me feel as if I be- 
longed to you — and now you have done all this — don't be 
angry with me, if I speak what I think. 

Leop. Be angry with you, my good girl ! 

Laui. Yes — don't be angry with me, if I tell you, that 
I think you have been unkind to.yourself. 

Leop. How so, Louisa ? 

Loui. By casting one from you, whose love and duty 
(each her, that her chief happiness would be to give you 
comfort. 

Leop. I understand you, Louisa. But tell me — tell rae, 
girl, wherefore you are so warmly intcjesied in my daugh- 
ter's fate — You spoke to me of her before. 

Loui. She she is ray friend. 

Leaf, Wby did younot inform ine of this sooner P 
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~ Lfiui. Because I know hov^ earnestly your poor child 
sighs for-her father's love — because I could find no rea- 
son why you should be so severe towards her — and because 
I wanted to observe you first, and learn on what account 
it was you hated her. 

Xeoj?. Hated her ! tell me somethinff of my daughter. 

Loui* 1 can tell you nothing, but of her unhappiness — 
'• of her tears. 



Leap, [ajficted) Does she feel such love for me ? 
iotti. Does she /^i;^ you !■ ~ 



-Oh ! — Since she has been 



old enough to learn what happiness means, the wish to be 
known to you, has been the dearest of her . heart. ' Her 
tears have often fallen upon my bosom. She has, many 
and many a time, felt bitter anguish, while she sat alone 
sighing out — ** My father does not love me !" 

Ltop* She shall return to me 

• Loui. Shall she ? ^shall she indeed ! 

Leop. Yes ! Let her come ! And when clasping, her in 
my arms, joy, shall overpower my senses, and tears shall 
be my only utterance, then — then she shall be assured 
that I love her. 

Lout, (tremhlingy and grasping Leopold's hand) I — I 
ll6pe I may believe you. 

Lto'p. You have a right to doubt ; but do. not condemn 
me, girl, if I have appeared cold and unconcerned for 
one, whose welfare is so dear to me — such, as, for these • 
few months past, ^(7« have %^Q.ii me — such have 1 been 
for seventeen years ; during that period, I have sometimes 
lived for men, bxit no one has lived for me. You, my 
good girl, are the first who have rekindled in my heart the 
desire to see my daughter. 

Lout. Then blessed be the moment in which I entered 
this house ! 

Lcop. I bless it. Hear me, Louisa, censure me, 

but pity and excuse me. I was once rich, for I possessed 
in a virtuous wiie, the only true riches in this world, Con- 
tent and Cheerfulness; When the Creator finished his* 
glorious work of nature, he added its last bright ornament. 

Woman ! I loved one alone, among all beingii : 1 

had chosen her fronra world, and from a world I would 
still choose her. The years of our first love tell swiftly 
into that eternity where sheriow resides.. . Tkebirth of a. 
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daughter was llie dearest and last inonier 
ress. Scarceh had she beheld tlic light, 


It of my happi. 





thcr died — [Louisa appears aff,tlt.d) her infai 
were the dirgcof all my joys oii eartli. 

Loui. Puor innocent ! 

i-eop. While yet Emilia's grave was fresh, 1 dasp'd 
her inlant lo my bosom, and flying trom ilie world, rc- 

iolved to live for my child alone She was the only 

treasure leh to me on earth, 

Loui. And why did you forsake that child ? 

Ltep. Mark nic As I convey'd my little nne to 

the fustciiiig refuge I had provided foi her, mcthought 

her mother's spirit beamed in lier features Oh! what 

did that look fffcct ! The keen remembrance of my loss, 
pierced anew into my soul — I dreaded lo turn again to- 
wards rt)y child — her existence had, destroyed what was 
dearer tome than my own — I entrusted her wuh those, of 
whote kind hearts I was well assured Biisincss call- 
ed me away— concerns of my wife's fortune — {ajltr a 
pause, kt shudiien) I have never reitjrncd to my Lliild. 

Levi. Had she deserved this f 

Leop. Day afrer day, year after year, have I ardently 
sighed to meet my child again. But slic is well and hap- 
py — and what could my presence bestow ? The sight of 
myafiiiction — of my misery — I sivove to rouse nie from 
despair — 1 turned from the grave, which had devoured 

my hopes, and sought for consolation among men -I 

told them my sorrows, and met derision — until at iast i 
shut my bosom against the world, and fled, where only 
I could escape torment to solitude. 

Loui. Ah ! I'm afraid you found little comfort there. 

Leop. Such as you see me now possess. But here has fan- 
cy furnished me with ample food for sadness — here have 
I framed a sacred record of my beloved Emilia — here I 
gathered every remember'd objeei, that had been dear to 
her — yes — here her spirit dwells ; here often in my 

thoughts has communed with me- Else, how could 1 

have endured so much ? 

\_DuTtng these last lines, Leopold lakes hovii\'s hand 

Uiitfi g real emotion, and leads her towards the door of 

the cabinet — stops suddenly.) 
Wilt thou not tremble, girl ? Yet, 'ti( imagination fills 
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the scene — all is but shew — the mockery of my heart's 

pangs. 

{Opens the folding doors of the cabinety and discovers^ 

within^ an emblematic transparency, iu which is the 

name $f EMILIA, written ir^ large characters.) 

Loui^ [nearly fainting. Jails on the ground) My mother ! 

Leop, What do you mean ? — who art thou Louisa ? 

l*oui. Your daughter, f Leopold, trembling, raises her) 
Porgive roe, my dear father, but 

Leap, Art thou indeed my daughter ? 

Loui. Oh ! does not your heart tell you so ? 

(throws herself into' kii arms. 

Leap. Oh, yes- thou art rthou art my child. 

Loui. My lettefs could not move you 1 wish'j 

ftill to try if I could gdin your love ^Josephine assist* 

cdme 1 pass'd here for the daughter of 

Leop, I comprehend it all — How could I so long deny 
myself this comfort ! (embraces her) Support me, my 

child^ lead me nearer — that, in the presence of my 

mother's spirit, I may bless thee 

(A n9ise heard without. Leopold starts, and shutS/ the 
cabinet. Adelbert enters hastily. J 

AdeL Pardon, generous man — pardon this intrusion-— « 
I must have leave to speak — you have given me %o singu- 
lar a proof of your benevolence. 

Leop. You surprize me — I, Sir? 

Adel. Was it not by your order that this note was con- 
veyed into my room ? 

Leop. No, not by mine, — {looks a/ Lou is a, who casts 
down her eyes) but I guess by whom it was bestow 'd» 
That giowmg cheek, that down-cast look disclose the 
truth — the person, to whom you are indebted, stands be- 
fore you — 

Adel. Louisa !— ^ 

Lxop. Give me the note — Come, my children, let us 
hasten to meet my brother — he has long borne with my 
discontent — he shall be the first witness of my returning 
joy. , • {Exeunt. 
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LaUr ToTUM, \n a great bustle, and Nicolas. 

Tol. Well, Nicolas — are the conitables posted ? 
Nic. They are reaily, down at the door.— , 

7V>/. Down at the door — right. Let no one lakc bis 
head out of (he house ; it I call, be ready, at a momeac's 
notice — away— no blunders — good Nicoias. 

[jjtfuit/ ToTUM and Ni colas onopposiie siJeJ, 

Enter ^\' on Snarl, Josephine, and Hans Wil- 
liam. 

t^.Sn. Fine doings, indeed ! Did not I lell you never 
lu come into my liouse again ? 

It. Wit. And did not 1 tell you that I would come in- 
to it again? This is the letter Irom my father — 

V. So. Psha ! I suppose it's all about the red nose and 
the peaches. 

H. Wil. Read it. 

V.Sn. What should I read it for? I have told you al- 
ready to get out of my house. 

H. Wil- I'll, go, as soon as you have read the letter. 

v. Sn. Well, you shall not spoil the sweetness of my 
temper. ! h;ive read many useless letters in my life be- 
fore this ; [opens ike letter and reads) " The bearer of 
this, my lawful son and heir, Hans William, {surprised) 
whom 1 send in good condition" — 

H. Wil. Yes, I'm in pretty good case — 

y. Sn. " By this day's mail"— hein — " Vander Hou- 
sen & Co." — the devil ! you have taken me in, (Jerces a 
iaughjha — ha — I thought you had too honest a lace for a 
cheat. Did not I tell you, Josephine, l(c was of prime 
quality — but Hans must not come near you — [to H. W.) 
give me your hand — you are a rogue and a wit ; but if 
you had not been a rich rogue, like myself — 

Jos. (to H. Wi L.) You would be a rogue and a thief — 

//. IVil. And must never more have put my foot over 
the threshold — 
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V. Sn. Well, well, why d'ye put me in mind of that ? 
If I had not the sweetest temper — 

Enter Leopold. 

Lcop* Brother, give me joy — Louisa Rose shall be 
married to-day, as you said. 

F. Sn. Oh, ^le consents at last to take eighty thousand 
mark's, does she ? 

Leop, She shall give her hand, as ic should always be 
given, where the heart guides it. 

V»Sn. And why did she plague me this morning with 
all that nonsense ? — Only to put me in a passion ! 

Enter ToTUM and Mrs. Rose. 

To.t. Now, Sir, the constables are at the door — he can- 
not have negociated the bill already — Oh, yonder he 
comes — now. Sir — 

Leop» [looks towards ike side scene) Adelbert ! a bill ! 
what IS all this ? ' . 

F. Sn. Why, what should it be ? Totum has a charge 
against my lodger for a note, purporting to be drawn by 
you, for three hundred crowns. 

H. WiL Against my friend ! 

V. Sn* Your friend ! Do you know any thing more of 
him? 

H. WiL Yes, I know him for one who thinks every 
stranger entitled to his regard, and who will rather risk 
his life, than suffer an honest man to become the dupe, of a 
knave. Perhaps I may find (looks at To'tu M with scorn.) 
an opportunity of doing as much for him. 

Leojf, Here is the note, written by myself — you found 
it in the hands of a man of integrity, and, as a proof of 
my esteem for him, I mean to make him heir to my whole 
fortune. 

F.* 5/1. You do! — and pray what becomes of you^ 
daughter ? 

Enter AoELBf RT and Louisa. 

X<?^/. 'Behold her. (VoN Snarl anrf Totum tx^ 
^rcss surprise.) In the fond and artless affections of hier 






IHDICENCE, 



mmd, while I recognized the i'n;ige of her whom I ado- 
red, I read likewise, in forcible cliaraciers, my own duty 
—yes — this is my daughter, 3nd, if I, guess the heart a- 
rignt — this is my son. 

Adel. An outcast ! 

L(op. You have found an asylum here. Accept her, 
Adciberl : wiih my wholehcart I give licr to you. 

Mrj. R . Oh, what a fine sermon tnv puor dear Dr. 
Olearius wou'd have made on this occaiiLon I 

V.Sn. So! I shall give Louisa a wedding-dinner, as I 
said — I'm right this time, in spile of you all. 

Tol. And if this be the case, I may as well make the 
' constables void. — Hymen has protested ray draughl; 
and, for fear the Pole should nuke a scratch in my ledg- 
er, I won't leave him a single side for a memorandum 
sheet. — Hang Hymen ! — Plague light on the Pole ! 

[Exii ToTUM. 

Leap. The indulgence of a gloomy temper has stolen 
from my life its sweetest hours, and drawn sighs from the 
bosom of innocence — my child, forgive me! — Amid tear* 
of anguish and despair you were baptised — Amidthr)seof 
repentance and joy, receive a father's blessing ! — " Cmo- 
vinced ofray ciror, I will now return with cheertulnesi 
to the world, and bear, without repining, the lot whick 
heaven has assigned me. — The present emuiions of my 
heart instruct me, that there is no cordial for a parent B 
■srrvws beyond the virtuous aSection of A DaU CUTER." 
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SELF IMMOLATION : 

OR, THE 

SACRIFICE OF LOVE. 



ACT J. SCENE L 



A spacious and ekgant Room, poorly Jiirnished. 

k 

Arabella is employed in Needlework* Her Mother- 
in -Law, old and blind i is seated in an Arm-Chair^ 
with her hands crossed on her Lap* 

Mother. 

1 CM ! 

Arab. What is your pleasure, dear mother? 

Moth. Nothing particular, daughter ; I want Tom, 

Arab. (Perplexed) Tom — is ill. 

Moth. Is he ? Poor (ellow ! — Well, then, another may 
come. 

Arab. Cannot I serve you ? 

Moth. If you please. I wish to have my. breakfast, I 
have already asked three times for it. 

Arab. Your breakfast — Yes, dear Mother. [She lays. 
down her work^ and folds her hands with a deep sigh,) 

Moth. Unless I have my tqa and toast as soon as I rise 
in the morning — I am ill for the day. I have been ac- 
customed, these fifty years, to breakfast the moment I 
rise ; and it docs not look well, daughter, when an 
old blind woman is obliged to wait hours for a little hot 
water. 

Arab. Excuse us, dear mother ; Jane is gone for some 
bread ; and you know, she is rather slow. 

Moth, But why send Jane ? Have we not other ser- 
vants in the house ? 

Arab. [Aside ^ with a sigh) Yes, we had. {Aloud) Wc 
have lately endeavoured to do with fewer servants. 

A 
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Moth. Very well; it is prudently done! When I 
was married, iny late husband and I were very poor, 
indeed ; and when my Robert* your husband, was born 
I put myself to many, many, little inconveniencies, that 
my child might want nothing. Now, it is your turn to 
make these sacrifices. When children are small, the 
mother should forego many of her wishes, to provide for 
their wants. 

Arab. We do, with the utmost pleasure. 

Moth, Do not take this amiss, daughter; but, I must 
isay, that, for some time past, great disorder has prevailed 
in this house. Something or other is al ways wanting. 
I am blind ; I cannot see — 'tis true. Yet I can discern 
more than gives me pleasure. 

Arab. My Robert, you know; has met with misfortunes 
in trade. 

Moth. He has, child ; but no merchant is always 
fortunate. 

Arab. His loss from Beltop's failure, was very great. 

Moth. But Robert is not a Bankrupt.. 

Arab. {Aside with a sigh) Ah, that you had spoLen 
the truth ! 

Moth. His property was great : and though a part be 
lost, his mother's breakfast should not be wanting. I 
know my son : he will never forget, that, at the risk of 
my health, I supplied him myself with his first food. I 
was then sickly ; yet I had no wet nurse for him. And I 
am confident, he would rather deprive himself of some- 
thing, than suffer his old blind mother to want. 

Arab. He does deny himself, to supply you, mother. 

Moth. And let me tell you daughter, what you do for 
me now, your little Harry shall do for you when you 
are old. 

Arab. Dear mother — You do not suppose, I hope, that 
I— that through any neglect of mine 

Moth. Well! well ! I would not judge unkindly. 

Arab, {aside) Good God ! The whole night through 
have I been at work ! 
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SCENE II. 



Enter Harry. 



Har. Pray mother, is it time now ? 

Arab. Presently, my dear. 

Har. fcoTifidentially, and in a half whisper. V\\ tell 
you what. Mama — I am hungry. 

Arab, (suppressing her tears) Presently, child ; only 
wait till Jane comes back. 

Moth, Poor boy ! he has had no breakfast then ! — •— 
Good God one should think there was not a morsel of 
bread in the house ! 

Arab. Alas ! 

Moth. Come this way, Harry : are you hungry ? 
Har. 1 am, grandmother. 

Moth. Have you had nothing to eat, this morning ? 

Har. No, grandmother. 

Moth. Poor thing ! You should have saved some of 
your bread-and-butter, last night. 

Har, I had not a bit, last night. 

Moth. Is it possible ? Did your unkind parents give 
you nothing ? 

Har. Father and mother had nothing to eat them« 
lelves ? 

Moth. Why did you not come to me ? 

Har. I did, and saw you eat your soup : I thought you 
would have left me s©me ; but you eat all. 

Arab. Harry cat so heartily of currants, yesterday in the 
afternoon, that I was afraid another meal before he went 
io bed, might make him ill. 

Moth. Nonsense ! children should be fed well ; their 
growth requires a good deal of nourishment. 

Arab, ('aside) How readily would I foster him with my 
blood! 

Moth. G9, child, and ask your Mama to give you a 
roll. 

Har. (goes to Arabella) Pray, dear Mama, do give me 
a roil. 
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SCEXE III. 



y, '■. Yci. .i*ug'i«eT, I »ao€iId Qcservccenrare Myself, 
'wr:c I :o be sile:;:. I am old and bixckd : wcwk I cannot^ 
bu" 1 rr.';«: ip<?3.n mv mind ; do not takek amiss. 

-;"- . V , .r u^renui adrnonhiors shaitbe ercr dear to 
ir.:: : c/cn whe^. they vround my hear:. 

ytoth. \'fi '• r.o-v, w;:en ny son married yoa, I AiA not 
rrc-aiiv aor^rove of vour union. 

Araf>, 1 wa: poor. 

Moth, f la*:, ^lurin:; '^ g'»t >Tar?, a word dropped from my 
lip-, :ike a reproa'^;Fi on :Lat 'nead ? 

Arab. No, ^le-ir g^i^>d jnoti.er, never ! 

.U-oM. Cenainiy, I had beca better satisScd, had you 
p','*'",v'i *,ome fortune ; but ihon I always said to myself. 
l'»v(: ^'.'s a ^jr^'^t way. My late husband, poor man, at 
/.. -.r, ;,;jf{ no prop*^ rty , nor had I ; but we were \cry hap- 
j V. My son is a rich man, through our industry : for 
f irori's %Akf: I JH hirn cimse a* his heart directs ! if the young 
v.ofTi.j.i i» \H>i)i\, ';l,c wili be grateful, and the more readily 
fiir r mc when I arnold. I want but little ; but that lit- 
tle I ou;rht not to be at the trouble of asking for. She will 
aiw;iys have it ready, before I open my lips. 

Arab. Surely, it lias always been my most earnest 
-vi'.h 
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Moth* Aye, daughter, it has been — it has been — but it 
is no more. Every thing has of late taken a most singu- 
lar turn, and grows worse daily. Old people are a little 
difficult, and are fond of order. What to young people 
teems the effect of caprice, often is indispensably neces- 
«ary to the old. The variety of youthful enjoyments is 
so great, that some may well be spared : but old age is 
confined to so few enjoyments, that it can ill afford to 
lose any. And yet, daughter, (with a tone of increasing 
animation) I will rather suffer want myseli, than that my 
poor little grandson be neglected : this goes to my very 
soul { You are his mckher : You may love him dearly, 
very dearly indeed ! but I am his grandmother , and love 
himitill more. [^Arabella silently wipes away her tears.) 



SCENE rv. 



Enter Harry and Jane. 

Har. {skipping up to Arabella) Mama, Mama, here is 
Jane. Now i am to have a roll ! 

Arab, (rises hastily^ and draws Jane aside) Well ! 
have you brought me any money ? 
\ Jane, No, madam, I have not indeed. Five 'places I 
have been at ; and — it is a shame — they offer me no more 
than half a crown for such a pair of ruffles as these are ! 

Arab, Half a crown ! the materials cost me as much. 

Jane. Certainly they did, and so I told them ; but 
these unfeeling wretches'take advantage of the distress of 
their fellow christians to enrich themselves* 

Arab. Distress ! — Distress indeed ! — Run back, Jane ; 
take the half crown ; briag tea for the old lady ; and rolls 
for the boy. At dinner-time, God may befriend us. I can 
no more — my fingers are sore with working. 

Jane, {wiping her eyes) Poor, dear Lady ! 

liar. Jane, won't you give me my rolls ? 

Jane, Come aloAg, my little man, you shall choose 
them at the baker's yourself. 

Moth. Jane, bring me my tea* 

Janc^ Immediately, maaam« [goes out with Harry. 
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Moik. Immediately ! — For this hour past have I re- 
ceived the same answer ! I perceive I grow burthensome 
in this house. Myself and my chair are both out of 
fashion ; we are always in the way, 

Arab, (aside) Oh, God ! thou alone know*st I do what 
I can ! Assist me to bear more than poverty ; assist ^me 
to bear unjust reproach, and to remain silent ! 



SCENE V. 

^MAxy/ZLL enters with a dejected countenance ^ onsee* 
ing hiniy Arabella endeavors to appear more compo^ 
sed.J 

Max. Good morning, mother. Good morning, dear 
wife. 

Arab. How are you, my love ? You went abroad very 
early this morning. 

max. (in a half whisper to Arabella) Yet came too 
late every where ! [Arabella casts down her eyes^ and 
heaves a sigh J 

Mgtb. Let me tell you, Robert, your people are not 
worth a rush. I mean the servants. 

Max. (With a tone oj sarcasm and anguish) The ser« 
vants ! 

Moth. One may call them twenty times, and not one 
comes. 

Max. I suppose so. 

Moth. They preserve no respect for me. 

Max. Nor tor me, mother. 

Moth. Well, then, turn the unmannerly fellows out of 
the house. 

Max. I have done so already. 

Moth. Have you indeed ? Are they all discharged f 

Max. All. 

Moth. H'm ! h'm ! — John, however, you might have 
kept ; he used to play so obligingly with Harry. 

Max. Perhaps it was for that reason he made free with 
the child's little box, which he took with him. 

Moth. Was he so dishoaest ? it had a gold coin of 
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Charles the first in it, a present of my godmother to the* 
But, William — is he gone, too ? He was a pious young 
man, and often in the evening read me a chapter m the 
bible. 

Max I imagine he fell in love with your bible* 

Moth. Which bible are you speaking of ? 

Max. The large one, ornamented with silver. Hd 
packed it up with his things. 

Moth. The villain ! Your poor father set down your 
birth-day in it with his own hand. 

Max. My birth-day is not lost for that* y 

Moth. No ! no ! I have it by heart ; the 14th of Fe- 
bruary, 1772. 

Max. (aside^ wringing his hands) Who will tell me 
the day of my death ? 

Moth. Old James was then a brisk lad ; he was sent on 
the full gallop, to my mother at Greenwich. You have 
not discharged old James, I hope ? 

Max. No ; he discharged himself* 

Moth. Indeed ! But why so ? 

Max. I cannot tell. About three weeks since, I en- 
i|uired after him one morning, but he was not at home. 

Moth. And is not returned ? m. 

Max. Not yet. 

Moth. I dare-say, child, some misfortune has befallen 
him. Poor old man ! 

Max. Yes, mother: The greatest misfortune that caa 
befall a man — he has become a rogue. 

Mot A. Impossible ! 

Max. He took up several hundreds of pounds in my 
tiame. 

Moth. The hoary villain ! 

Max. A mere tnfle, dear mother ! This world of ours 
you know, is composed of the miserable leavings of all 
the rest. To be old, is to have been more frequemly 
cheated than others ; and an old man is a man who knovv$ 
a great many rogues. 

Moth. Robert, Robert, that is a wicked speech. A 
great deal depends on our manner of treating people. — 
When there is prop er management in a house, and the ser* 
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vants are duly paid their wages, they never think of rob« 
bing their masters in this manner. 

Max, But now, mother^ I defy any one to rob me. . 

Moth. When, indeed, confusion reigns throughout the 
house, and the mistress takes care of nothing——- 

Max. fimpatiently) How, mother I Hold* mother t 
Molh. When parents and children are alike neglec- 
ted- 

Max, Mother, for God's sake I 

Moth. When the mistress is toot indolent to go ber** 
self, and make a cup of tea for an oid blind motber, or 
cut a bit of bread for an onW child ■ 

Max. ("throwing himself into the arms of his tpifej^"^ 
Arabella, forgive me ! 

•Arab, {with a kind smile) I have nothing to forgiive* 

Max. iin a low voice) Reproaches so unmerited f 

Arab. They would wound to the heart* i{,they were 
merited. 

Max. To calumniate an angel ! 

Arab. She means no ill. 

Max. A wife, who, these five weeks past, has siimKirt* 
ed mother and child with the work of her Imnis ! 

Arab. There are few wives that can reckon up five 
weeks equally happy. 



SCENE VI. 



Enter Jane with tea^ and Harry with fotts. 

Jane. Here is tea, madam. 

Moth. At last ! {Jane places the tea before the old lady^ 
and pours out a cup.) 

Ear, Good morning, pappa. Look here, what fine 
rolls I have got ! 

Maxt But have you thanked your mother for them ? 

Har. No, pappa, I have not. 

Max. {in a voice struggling for utterance, after taking 
Harry up and holding him to Arabella) Oh ! thank her! 
thank her ! 

Bar, Thank you, dear mama. 

Arab, {kissing the child) But why this, Robert ! Can 
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there be tny thing tnore pleasing to a mother, than to see 
in the hands of her child, a morsel of brea^ which she her- 
self has earned ? 

Moth. What is this ? This is not my cup ! [Jane looks 
in a perplexed manner at Arabella.) You know, Robert, 
that for these ten years past, I have constantly used the 
cup, which John Pringle brought me from China ; and 
now they have given me another, not half so smooth and 
handsome ! 

.Max. Where is the cup ? 

Arab, fin a low voice to Maxwell) I have sold it, dear 
husband. Harry had no shoes ; and I hoped she would 
not perceive the difierence. [Maxwell casts down his eyes 
sorrowfully) Will you forgive me, dear mother ; I al- 
ways made it my business, you know, to wash your cup 
myself : and I always did it, with the utmost care;^4>ut 

yesterday— somehow — I know not how 1 brok^ your 

cup. 

Moth. Broke it ! — Well, well, daughter, ray old heart 
will also break at last ! — I say it, once more : things grow 
worse every day. The bible is gone ; the child s play- 
thing is carried off; and now my cup is broken ! — Son, 
son, it thy poor father could know it — Remember his laat 
words — *' May my blessing be Converted into a curse, 
should your mother ever complain of you T' — Now, I do 
not complain ; I will net convert thy father's blessing in- 
to a curse ; I will suffer, and not complain ! Come, Har- 
ry, lead me into my room ; ride about on thy hobby- 
horse, and be as noisy as thou wilt, that my heart, and the 
conscience of thy parents may be stunne^l to rest. [Exit^ 
€onducted by Harry and Jane.) 



SCENE VIT. 

Max. fwith a laugh of agony) Ha^ ha, ha ! 

Arab, ftaking his hand in hers) Dear good Robert — 
Put confidence in the God of mercy ! 

Max. [withdrawing his hand and looking earnestly at 
hers J What is this ? Blood ! 
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Jrab. I pricked myself with a necdfc ; that's all. 
Max. Let me see — Good God ! Your fingers are all 
torn and bleeding ! 

Arab, (with assumed carelessness) Tis owing entire- 
ly to the childish vanity of having delicate hands. The 
skin at last grows so tender, that it can bear no work. 
Max, (deeply affected) Good God ! 
Arab. Now, how you take that again ! Often, very of- 
ten have I seen you in the sun at mid-day, till the sweat 
has poured down from your brew. Is a drop of sweat of 
less value than a drop of blood ? 

Max. Have mercy upon me, thou author of my invol- 
untary existence ! Point out to me some honest livelihood, 
however mean it may be \ Qh, Arabella, nothing hjive I 
left unfried 1 The whole of this morning have I run from 
house to house, to get a clerk's place on the lowest terms, 
in vain ; nobody wants me. Oh God J thou knowest, 
that while I was prosperous, I would have given any per- 
son in distress, that applied to me, a news.paper to copy, 
xather than not give him the means of earning a few shil- 
iings, 

Arab, What has not succeeded to day, may succeed 
to-morrow. 

Max. To write, to keep accounts, and to be an honest 
man, is all 1 can boast of. — When a boy I learned to 
work at a turning-loom ; and yesterday I made a trial of 
that. I intended to make toys for children, and carry 
them to market ; but you know I sprained my ancle tw^ 
Months since, and it is too weak to turn the wheel. 
Arab, The wheel of our fortune will turn at last. 
Max, I tell you, my ancle is too weak, 
Arab, Our sufferings are unmerited J 
Mvx, Is that d consolation ? 

Arab. Assuredly, Robert, it is a powerful consolation. 
Hunger scarcely gnaws, where conscience does not 
gnaw ; despair overwhelms only the guilty ; hope is 
sweet only to the honest mind; and confidence is the 
attendant of innocence. 

Alax. Hope ! in what ?-=-Confidence ? in whom ? 
Arab, In God, and men. 

Max, Men ? Ha ! Ha ! — Had you been a witness 
this jnorning-r 
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Arab. Did you make your distress known ? 
Max. {HaupMily) Heaven forbid ! 
Arab. But, how should any one know ? — 
Max. Aye ! that is the point ! such is man. He that 
does not appear befoie him, with wooden legs, or covered 
with rags, that cannot cry aloud — I am wretched — I ask 
charity — is passed by. Nobody will take the trouble to 
trace sorrow in pale cheeks, and aid the timid, whose 
lips are closed with shame. 

Arab. Have not you often done this ? and would you 
be so vain as to suppose there are not others good like 
yourself ? 

Max^ No ! No : by no means !— Yet where ?— But, 
stay — I am wrong — one I found this morning — 
Arab. Well ? 

Max. The only one of whom I would not accept a 
drop of water in the burning thirst of a fever. 
Arab. I dont understand you — \^ 
Max. (After a pause) Walwyn. 
Arab. Walwyn! You did well. No from him you 
must not accept any thing ; though he deserves, more 
than any other person, the confidence of a generous 
mind. 

Max. We met near St. Paul's — ♦* Good morning, 
Maxwell ; how fare you ?** — " Very well." — " You 
look poorly." — " Some time since, I hurt my leg, which 
obliged me to keep my bed, and has made me rather 
thin."— He looked stedfastly in my face. I dare say I 
looked confused. He seized my hand : and I gaped 
with astonishment. — " Should you need a friend ?" said 
lie, in a tone which from any other lips, would have 
subdued my heart. I answered carelessly, and with a 
forced sipile — " Friends we want daily." — *' You will 
not understand me," he replied ; •* and perhaps I suspect 
the reason. But a true friend you should never reject, 
in whatever form he may appear. Can 1 be of service to 
you? Try me; and call me monster, if I fail youl" 
Jiere he pressed my hand, and hastened away fii>m me. . 
Arab. (Greatly Affected) Walwyn is a worthy man. 
Max. (After a pause during which he observes Ara* 
hella with some degree of uneasiness) Ah ! I should not 
Juive told you this ! 
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j4rai. (Gently chiding kirn) Why not ? 

Max. A man whom once you loved 1 

Arai. I am your wife. 

Max. A man who undoubtedly loves you still I 

Arai, Men like him may love me. 

Max. To whom you would have given youf hand, but 
for my unhappy intervention. 

j^rai. Pray, my love, no more of this. 

Max. Poor " Walwyn was compelled to give way to 
the wealthy Maxwell. — Now Walwyn is rich and Max- 
well a beggar. 

Arab: Docs that increase his worth, or lessen yQurs f 

Max. But for me, you were now a happv wife. 

Arab. Am I unhappy? {Maxwell takes her hand and 
points to hei", fingers) That is no reply. Such sores heal 
easily. Have I nothing that may be envied in my 
fortune ? — I am the, mother of a lovely boy : I am the 
wife of an honest iten : he is poor, but not poor in his 
love for me : he ha? been defrauded of his property^ but 
no one shall beguile him of his domestic happiness I He 
who can still give jnTl receive joy, has no right to com-* 
plain of wretchedness. 

Max. 'Tis in vain dear wife ; you cannot efface from 
my mind, the agonizing thought, that I have entangled 
you in my misery. When I first addressed you, and 
the gentle Walwyn withdrew his pretensions ; your heart 
belonged to him. 

Arab. Yes, I loved him. I confessed it to you, and 
my frankness gained youc cionfidence. Shall I forfeit 
that confidence by the same confession, now that it would 
be without 'foundation ? 

Max. You became mine, because your father interposed 
his authority ; because you were poor, and he longed U> 
see you decently provided 'for. 

Arab. And now I am yours, by my own choice* 
Nature has united us with her strongest tie ; you are 
the father of my child. 

Max. Which your feeble hands must support. 

Arab. The clergyman, who married us, spoke to us 
of both good and ill. 

Max. Woe, woe be to me, wretched being ! This 
noble, this adorable woman might have been happy by 
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the side of a worthy maji't Sut forth came the weahhy 
Maxwell, possessed of 'thousands, not earned by him, but 
inherited trom hi$ father, improved this miserable advan- 
tage, aod purchased a heart whose value far exceeds all 

the riches of Peru. He stole the best of wives — to to 

let her perish with hunger. Woe, woe to me, wretched 
man ! fHe grows faint and endeavours to conceal it, and 
takes hold of the back of a chair. J 

Arab. How . ingenious you are to torture yourself ! 
What do we want ? We are* poor ; that's all. May not 
one single moment change our fate ? On seeing, yester- 
day, the burial of our neighbour's chiW — bis only child — 
on selling the sorrow-stricken father tottering behind the 
co£En — on hearing the raotlier's cries through the window 
-^you Slid yourself — These pc6ple arc still. aaoie. Unfor- 
. (unate than we I 

Max. But the child did not perish for hunger ! ' ■ ■ 

Arab. No : Nor. shall our child perish for hunger.— 
He has a mother, who» when she can work no }onger, will 
not be ashamed to beg for her child. {Maxiu)ell staggers^ 
and] is obliged to szi down) De^r Kobert, what % the 
matter? Youareill? 

Max. No, no— I am very well only .a little 

faint 

Arab. No wonder ; you have... been rutraioig about 
since tUe dawn — perhaps you have not even broken your 
fast ! 

Mar. Yes ; I have. 

Arab. Where, pray ? . 

Ma*. At the coffee-hotise. 

Arab. Robert ! I know you had no monejr ! 

Max. I had a few shillings left. 

Arab. For some days past, ft seems, you purposely 
absent yourself, when our scanty dinners and suppers aie 
served up 

Max. ("TFitk some bitterness J if you have plenty invite 
guests ! 

Arab. Robert, you do not deprive yourself, I hope, of 
food? — Do you ? [With great anxiety) Look at me! — 
Where have you dined of late ? 

Max. {With a forced smile) You think," I suppose, 
that I have fasted.-— Be comforted^ ray Arabella ; I have a 
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believe. " Begone —leave the room," indeed !— let mc 
tell you, my fi ne gentleman, such language won't do for 

Eeople of empty purses and empty pockets. The rich 
avetbe privilege of being rude, that one puts up with— 
that's the custom ; money makes amends for every thing 
— but without money th(} finest gentleman in the land 
must stoop, and be humble, or he marches to Newgate- 
Do you understand me ? i^^U. 



SCENE X. 



Max. Full well do I understand you ! Wife and child 
reduced to beggary ! — My old blind mother in the streets 

— and I in gaol ! Belton ! Belton ! thou who did'st 

rob thy creditors, and by a fraudulent bankruptcy, did'st 
plunge me into this misery — could 'st thou behold this ex- 
treme distress of an innocent family ? — Oh ! never have 

ly human being ! Belton, I curse thee ! 



~ I yet cursed any 



SCENE XL 
E?iUr fl Jew* 

J^ew. Good day to you, sir. 
Max That grant me, gracious God ! 
J^ezv. You owe me fiity pounds, 
A^ax. I know I do. 
yew. Can you pay me ? 
Max. No. 

Jew. That's very bad indeed, {Maxwell shrugs bis 
shoulders) I have got your note for the sum. 
Max. I know you have. 
Jew. And know also what I can do ? 
Aiax. Yes, throw me into gaol. 
Jew, Yet, 1 should not like to do that. 
Max. I am G!)iiged to you for your c^jmpassion. 
Jew. Ygu were formerly a regular honest man. 
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Max* Honest I am still. 

Jfew, You used to pay me very punctually indeed. 
Max* But now I am undone. 
7ew. H*m— What shall I do ? 

max. What you please. But before you make your 
resolution, pray step into this room ; you will there find 
a wife, pale with grief, a helpless babe, and an old blind 
matron. 

Jfew. But you — do not take it amiss — you arc a man 
of information and accustomed to industrious pur- 
suits 

Max. Sir, for the last three days have I run about with 
the perseverance of the ant, in quest of some person who 
would give me bread for work. Sir, you are a Jew ; to 
you I will confess it — to* a Christian I would not. For 
these two days not a morsel have 1 tasted — f the Jew puts 
his hand hastily into his pockety and seizing Maxwell's 
hand J endeavors iq slip a lifien purse into it] No, no I — 
that must riot be. 

Jew. Why not ? Because I am a Jew ? 
Max Fie, fie, if such were ray sentiments, I should de- 
serve my sufferings 1^**' 
T^w. Well, then, take it. 
Max. I am unable to repay vou. 
7ew. The God of my torefaihcrs will repay me. ' 
max. God ! If it was thy will that I should be poor — 
why didst thou plant this pride ia my bosom ? — ^Jo, sir, 
charity I ' cannot accept : but procure rhe work, and I 
will thank you. Grant me some respite with regard to 

, my debt ; and I^ with my wife and child, will thank 

you. 

Jew. Sir, I was a stranger to your misfortunes— otb.er- 
wise I should not come to ask my money. No, by the 

God of my forefathers, I would not have come for it 

Farewell, sir. [he tears the note and throws it away] — 
There lies the paltry scrap ! {goes out hastily. 

Max. Sir, sir ! — (is going after him, but seeing the 
Jew gone^ he stops) Yes, yes, there yet are men — but not 
among Christians. Blockhead that I was, to pass by an 
' Israelite at the Exchange, as if the humanity ot that peo- 
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pie bad b«en drowned in the Red Sea — Blockbod that I 
was DOC to lecollect the bnponant truth, that in aiiietT- 
nine cases of an hundred, the dtsfised is more worthT 
than the man who despius kiwu Yes, I will once moie 
crawl about ; in every public place exhibit the image t£ 
my distress ; this Jew has rekindled the smochcicd spaA 
of my confidence in human kindness. Anong a iiu!:ioa 
of inhabitants, surely I may find one^ who has a letter to 
wnte,or an account to sum up. 



XIL 



EnUr Hae&t* 



Har. I have eaten enough, papa — Will you save me 
this roll ? 

Max. I save bread for you, child ! — ten diamftn^y ni. 
tberthan one roll ! 

Har. Diamonds ! 1 have none. 

Max. Let me see that roll, [the boy gives it him)^ 

You have eaten enough, did you say ? 

Har. Yes, papa, quite enough. (A<? amuses himsdfwith 
pla\ ^things ; Maxwell is silent for some time, eyeing the 
roll with desire, and an evident struggle between his hun- 
ger, and his regard/or the boy*s wants.) 

Max. When do you think you shall be hunCTV 
again ? ^ ^ 

Har. Oh, very soon. 

Max. Soon \—(heputs the roll on the table, and turns 
away with evident uneasiness) How long is it till dinner- 
time ? 

Har, About an hour, papa. 

Max [looking eagerly at the roll) Before dinner, you 
wjii not eat any thing, shall you ? 

Har. No, papa. {Maxwell reaches out his hand/or 
the roll J But at present I always get so little. 
Max. Little ! {withdrawing his hand.) 
Har. Mama, to be sure helps me often from her own 
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plate — But, then, she has not got much herself. 

Max. {hastily J There, there — take care of your roll 
yourself. 

Har. And Phylax, — papa — poor old Phylax-: You 

Hiay count every rib he has ! Yesterday, he stole 

a bore in the landlord's kitchen, and got such a beatings- 
Poor creature ! 

Max* My Phylax ! Child, you mistake — The poor 

olddog can hardly crawl. 

Har. But he crawled down the stair-case ! ■ He 
must have been very hungry indeed ! 

Max. Poor old Phylax ! — Thou once didst rescue me 
from a robber — and I then promised to feed thee carefully 

till death Do^ Harry, give Phylax your roll, {he 

hastens away.) 

Hau (Running out with the roll) — Phylax ! — Phy- 
lax! 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. SCENE L 



A public Garden. In the Back-ground^ aJ^haro-Tahle;: 
Dempster and several other Gamblers sitting arouHd 
it. Apart from the rest, and nearer to the front cf the 

' Stage, sits Harrington, with a Bottle of Wine be^ 
fore him : He rests his chin on the head of^his Cane / 
tfwrf seems to take little notice of what is going on 
around him. On the opposite sidt sits Dumfries^ 
smoking a Pipe. Maxwell walks, about with art 
air of deep affliction : casts a scrutinizing looi^ now 
^» Harrington, ?ii?»; ^» Dumfries ; then turns 
for some jnoments to the Pharo-Table. Despair, Scorn^ 

* and a misanthropical aversion for all arou^nd him ; 
writhes his Countenance with convulsive movements- ^ 
the Features. 

For some time, only single words relative to tkeGame^ 
such as Cinq et Roi — Paroli — Dame et Dame — Soli, 

&c. — are heaxAfrom the Pharo-Table) 

(Dempster, ^7/ last rising, advances ; views 'Maxwell 
zvith keen eye, measuring him, as it were, from head to 
foot : then beckons to him. J 

Maxwell {approaching with an air of hesitation J 

xJ o you wish to speak with me, sir ? 

Demp. Yes, sir, I wish to have the honour of your 
acquaintance. 

Max. A very obliging wish ! Can I in any manner 
serve you ? 

Demp. I believe that you can. 

Max. I shall do it with pleasure. 

Demp. But I, perhaps, mistake, in regard to you ? — 

Max- Not — if you suppose me an honest man. 

Demp. Honest? — yes — certainly we.are^ among 

ourselves, the most honest people living. 
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Max* I do not understand you, Sir. 

Demp. Why ; we account to each other, with the 
strictest honour, for whatever we earn ; one, for instance, 
plays at Brookes 's — another at White's : — and they share 
the winnings equally between them, without the conceal- 
ment of a single shilling. 

Max. Very well, Sir ! But what is this to me ? — 

Demp. You are a deep one : but I have found you out 
—•I know my men ! — rlace any stranger you please, at 
the pharo-table : .and within a quarter of an hour, I 
will tell you, exactly, how far he understands the gam^. 

Max^ You think that L understand it ? 

Demp. (Smiling) Do not dissemble, — Pray, don't :— 
I have long observed you. — There is, among us, a novice 
whom we dislike : — he who now holds, the cards.' — Your 
looks, — the air of bitter scorn, with which you more 
than once, viewed his blunders, — have convinced me, 
that I address myself to one who is master in our profes- 
«ibn. Only confirm me in this opiniori, by a trial ; — 
and your fortune is made ! — 

max* How, Sir ? 

Demp. I do assure you. Sir, that you will find yourself 
in a company of honest good-humoured fellows ; who 
look upon the whole world, as a large gambling house; 
in which everv one banks his talents, and where no one 
loses but he wKo punts the cried-down coin of virtue. 

Max* [Struggling to restrain his indignation) Sir ! 
your principles are as new to me, as your game, to which 
I am an utter stranger. 

Demp. Sure, Sir, you jest ? — You are, perhaps, al • 
ready connected with a different company. If so, then 

i Putting his fingers to his lips) you can be silent ! 
brothers of a trade must not betray one another. • But 
if you hesitate on another score ; if you mistrust my 
character ; — I would have you to know. Sir, that I am 
a man of known and undoubted honour. I am well 
received in all the first houses. My name is Baron 
Dempster. To-night I shall be at the Duchess's rout*. 
In Pall-mall. [He turns Jrom Maxwell^ and sits again 
dowa at the Pharo-table*) 
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Max, f Continues standing, with his arms folded) So, 
then ! If I chuse to become a rascal, I shall not want 
for bread, — I may riot in plentv. — A rascal ! — No.— 
Baron Dempster is well receivea in the first houses. — 
(With a laugh of mingled scorn and ^nguishj Oh I for 
your first houses ! Ha ! ha ! ha I 



SCENE II. 

Enter Flood, who walks about, looking among the com'- 
pany, with an air oj keen observation and enquiry. 

Max, (Perceiving him J Ha ! this man seem s in eager 
search for something. O that he may want work !— 
work that I can perform ! 

Flood. [Coming up to him, and looking earnestly on 
him.) 

Max. Sir, if you want a man who will be happy to 
earn a shilling ; he is before you. 

Floods It is exactly such a man I want. 

Max, Pray, then, take me ; if the task be not above 
my strength? 

Flood. The task is the easiest in the world. I am 
engaged in a law-suit : my opponent has produced three 
witnesses, wlio have sworn in his favour : I must bring 
six to outswear them. Five I have procured. If you 
will be the sixth, you may earn a guinea in an in- 
stant ? 

Max. I — a witness — in a cause entirely unknown to 
me ? — 

Flood. What of that ? — Sure, you know the practice 
of the courts ! — A bell rings. You step forward, — kiss 
the bible, are examined. — answer agreeably to instructions 
with which I shall have furnished you, — after a few 
minutes, walk off, with a guinea in your pocket, — and 
spend it as you please. 

Max, And, pray, what shall I do with my conscience? 

Flood. Poh ' poh ! Such things are done, in London, 
every day. Besides, a juster cause than mine was never 
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brought before a court. My opponent is a swindler, a 
fraudulent banker, one Belton. 

Max. {With anxious surprise) Belton I — 

Flood.^ Ay I Belton,— Do you know the man ? 

Max. Know him ! — I do know him. ' 

Flood. You cannot know any thing good of him. 

Max. I cannot say that I do. But if I were even 
thoroughly acquainted with the particulars of your cause ; 
against this man, I cannot come forward as a witness. 

Flood. Why not ? 

Max. He is my enemy. 

Flood. So much the better! ^ 

Max. He has reduced me to misery. 

Flood. Has he ? Better still ! — You shall have your 
revenge ; and bear witness, for me against him. 

Max. No, Sir ! I am in want, in extreme want. A 
guinea would be to me a treasure. Yet not for worlds, 
would I earn it at your price ! 

Flood. As you please. Two of my witnesses cost me 
lut half what I offered you : and I should easily find a 
dozen before night, ready to serve me for the same 
money. (Flood retires.) 

Max. (Looking earnestly\after him) O God ! O God ! 
Bow capricious and false are the moral judgments of 
jneii ! — I may send the fellow who picks my pocket, to 
tbe gaol, and to the gallows : yet such wretches as those 
walk proudly about, and are respected as* gentlemen ! 



SCENE III. 

* 
Jx>HN Hartopp hears across the stage^ a burthen^ 
which he tuts down^ for a moment^ while he removes 
his hair from his Jace^ and wipes the sweat from his 
iroza. 

Max. This is a heavy burthen, friend. 

Hart. Very heavy ! 

Max. To what place do you bear it i 
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Hart. To Golden Square. 

Max, You have still a good way to go. 

Hart. A great way. 

Max. How much are you paid for the (!2u:riage i 

Hart. A shilling. 

Maxi It is little enough. 

Hart. But, I can earn my three and four shillings a 
day. 

Max. And does that support you ? 

Hart. Be sure it does. 

Max. Have you a wife and children ? 

Hart. Ay ; a very good creature for a wife, and three 
fine boys. 

Max. And, what little you earn supports them all ? 

Hart. Little ! it is enough : we never yet went to bed 
hungry. On Sundays, we have our hot ainner, and our 
pint of ale, as well as other folks. 

Max. And you are happy ? 

Hart. Happy ! Aye, master, that we are, in our very 
hearts. When I come home at night, my three boys run 
so joyfully about me, and their mother brings the dish for 
supper, full of hot potatoes ; — there is a relish for you, 
master ! — there is a relish ! 

Max. (Aside) Good I very good! since so little suf- 
fices to man, for happincs, and for the support of life ; why 
may not I procure that little ? [Aloud] Let me try my 
friend whether I cannot lift your load ? 

Har. With all my heart. 

Max. Put it on my shoulders. I wish to try how far 
I can carry it. 

Har. (laughing) Ha, ha, ha, ! You will find it too 
heavy for you, master, [he puts it on Maxwell* s shoulders^ 
who sinks under it to the ground.) 

Hart. It won't do. • 

Max. (rising up — in a tone of anguish) No, no, it 
will ni)t ! 

Hart, (taking up his burthen) A good day to you, 
master. Poor folks must not lose their time in chatting 
idly. (Exit.) 

Max. (alone) Fool ! — Unlucky wretch ! thou hast 
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not for these two days tasted even a cup of tea— andthou 
would'st carry a porter's load ! (he wrings his hands in 
despair) Poor Robert ! Is it then come to this, a man 
must be either a villain or a bejgar. Oh! to die for Ara- 
bella, were easier far than to beg for her ! Yet, by dying, 
I cannot better any thing here — Away ! away ! vain pride I 
down, thou haughty swelling heart ! a wife ! a child ! a 
mother, old and blind ! 



SCENE IV. 



Max. [coming up to HafringionJ-^Sir- 



Har. {starting in surprise) vfhzx. is the matter ? 

Max. I am unfortunate ; and a man of honour is 

doubly so, when his distress forces him to be trouble, 
some. 

Har. [looks on him with a vacant stare) 

Max. I solicit not alms, but the means of earning 
wages* 

Har. [sarcastically) Unfortunate ? — Hear me, Sir ! 
Are you married ? 

Max. I am ; I have the best of wives, 

Har. Any children ? 

Max A fine boy. 

JIar. So ! this is ever the answer. Wife and child- 
child and' wife ; yet unfortunate ! Your k omplaint is ve- 
ry unreasonable, sir ! 

Max. Much as I love them, I should be less miserable 
without my wife and my child* I should then starve and 
die alone ! 

Har. Want, theif^ constitutes the only misenr you 
know* And whenever you meet with a person sufficient* 
ly humane to share with you his superfluity ; your distress 
will be removed. But what remains for me, who pos- 
sess, perhaps, a million of money, and am yet miserable, 
beyond the rfower of man to relieve ? 

Max. Why should you deem your condition so hope- 
less ? [with looks of surprise and perplexity). 
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Har. You, sir, cao walk about, and make your coni^ 

{ilaint : and though you should meet with nothing but un- 
eeling insolence from ninety-nine out of an hundred of 
those you apply to ; perhaps the hundredth may take you 
kindiv by the hand, and say, •' Come, I will assist you.** 
The bank of England is rich ; yet cannot pay me for my 
son ! — ^The king is great, yet cannot restore to me my 
con ! 

Max. Sir, I pity you. 

Har. I want not your pity. A rich man finds eveiy 
where enow to pity him. But, la tear ! a tear — I cannot 
weep. And no eye sheds a tear for my sorrows ! 

Max. That a man of such feelings should ask in vaun, 
for compassion and sympathv ! 

Har. No, no — cousins ot every de^ee, are flocking 
about me ; rubbing their eyes with onions, and laughing 
behind their handkerchiefs ; •* So ! old Harrington !** — 
say they, " is now childless ! A rich interitance! turned 
of seventy ! he cafmot weather it long !" 

Max. Poor man ! 
Har, Poor, indeed ! yes sir, tho* master of more than half 
a million of money ; I may envy you who crave my char- 
ity. People have too long misnamed me, the rich Har- 
rington. But nobody knew what was the only riches I 
valued ; nobody knew, that my George, my only child, 
was, to me, all my wealth ! 

Max. And this son died ? :^ 

Har. Ah ! had he but died , — had but a fever cut him 
off ; — I might then have passed some weeks in nursing 
him, by his bed-side : hope might have contented for a 
while, with fear, in my bosom : and if his illnes had been 
increased, in spite of all our cares, to the last agony ; pa- 
ternal affection might have wrung from my heart, this last 
prayer ; Oh God I end his sufferings !" — But, thus ! thus 

in the bloom of youth in all the flush and vigour of 

health he was drowned, Sir, was drowned yesterday 

while bathing ! — 

Max. Unhappy father ! — 

Har. No more a father— Yesterday, when the sun rose, 
my son lived — To-day, no one bade me — Good-morrow •' 
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I Stand alone, on the brink of the cold yawning grave — 
Tiiereis none to take me by that hand, and bid me — good- 
night, while 1 descend into the dark and silent abode ! — 

Max . And, was there no means to save him ? — 

liar. None. 

Max. The Humane Society ? 

Har. Could- 

Max» Have not hundreds been recovered by the means 
of this benevolent institution ? 

Har, True — I am myself a member of the Society — I 
have known thejoy of restoring a husband to his wife, a 
son to his mother. I may say, in truth, that 1 was ever 
one of the most active members. My associates eagerly 
flew to attempt the recovery of my son. No means was 
left untried. For hours I hung over his breathless body, 
pressed his paiid lips with mino, and employed every con- 
ceivable art to rekindle the flame of life — in vain. 1 

kneeled till my knees were stiffened : till my voice was 
hoarse — I called on the God of mercy. Gud heard me 
not — No, he heard me not. I have lost my all. Nothing 
remains to me, but money, money, which I would give 

all away ten thousand times to hear but once more the 

voice of my son, even as he called to me for the last time, 
" father !"-— from the stream— Go, sir, leave me, leave 
me alone ! You have made me to open my lips to com- 
plain ! — And I had resolved not to complain I 

^— -You kave brought burning tears into my eyes !— 

•^and I had determined not to weep. No, my grief shall 
suffocate me in silence. And should you still talk of mis- 
fortunes, after having thus seen the lacerated bleeding 
heart of a father, then, sir— then you are a common beg- 
gar ! (Arises and loithdraws) 

Max. He wrongs me, cruelly wrongs me. But his 
heart is full. All his sensibilities are absorbed in the con- 
templation of his own griefs. But, it is surely less miser- 
able to see one's darling child lie dead before you than 

to behold that child pine away by inches, and perisii 

for hunger. Time passes.- Once I could 

feel for the sufferings of others. The talc now whis- 
tles by my ears, bat caauot touch my writhing heart. 
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SCENE V. 



Maxwell accosts Dumfries. 

Max. Sir, you are, I believe, a man of business, 

Dum* I am a man of business, sir. 

Max. ^You may, perhaps, want a person who can write, 
and calculate accompts, understands book-keeping by 
double and single entry, and is master of the French and 
English languages. 

Vum. {after viewing him) Upon what terms, pray 
would you expect to be employed ? 

Max. I ask but a bare maintenance, 

Dum. That is to be obtamed. 

Max. My benefactor ! my deliverer ! 

Dum.. Are you willing to go out to India? 

Max. (alarmed) To India ! 

Dum* If you can give me a respectable reference for 
your character ; I am willing to procure you a writer's 
place in the service of the East-India company. 

Max. I am married. 

Dum, That is against you. 

Max. I have a child and a mother who is old and 
blind. 

Dum. Then you will not do for me. But if yoi 
can leave your wife, and your child, and your mothefgl*"^ 
you may go on board within a few days. 

Max. Leave my wife and child ? my life 

sooner ! 

Dum. Who talks of your leaving life, Sir ? 

Max. Sir I cannot leave them. 

Dum. As you please. [He knocks out his pipe) Think 
ever the matter by yourself. You are not the first man 
that has left a wife and a child. You will not be the last. 
Beware of losing an opportunity, such as may not, every 
day, recur to you. You will find me, every morning, 
at the Golden Anchor, near Grovenors-Square. [Exit.) 

[The Gamblers rise fro?n the table in the back ground^ 

and withdraw,) 
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SCENE VT; 
Maxwell Alone* 

Max. O God ! thou openest to me, a path of escape 
oiit of this maze of sufFering-^bi^t, a path I cannot 
tread! — Leave Arabella! — Leave my. mother, aged and 
blind ! — No : — Never! (He walks about wildly) Are 
there no other means ? Cannot I take a brush, and pre. 
sent myself to clean people's shoes, as they pass ? No 
honest shift that will supply bread to ray family, can be 
disffraceful. (Pausts) Or, shall I follow the gambler, 
and make myself his accomplice in robbery ? Would 
it be an unpardonable crime, to commit an act of rob. 
bery — but for once in my life ? — And this, to prevent 
all that is clear to me, from perishing for hunger ? — No, 
Maxwell ! think of the noble soul of thy wife ! Do not 
wound her heart with worse than the pangs of death. 
(Pauses again) That gentleman was in the right : better, 
better far, to leave wife and child, than by my presence, 
to enhance their sufferings. Must they not live without 
ffie^ because / cannot live without them f I will be gone : 
I will go to India. Fool ! Will that give them bread ? 
Oh ! could I, but by any honest means, secure to them 
subsistence ; I would set off for India, this moment. 
gT^hey might weep for my absence. But, if they had 
Only bread to cat ; what, though they should moisten it 
with their tears ? [Again a pause) O God ! thou who 
feedest the fowls of the air, who clothest the caiiow 
young in the nest! — pour but one ray of cheering li^Tht 
into my soul I Shew me only a protector for my wilo \ 
(He gazes wildly around him) Faces, every where, — 
human faces but, no men — no humanity ! {Shudders) 
Ah! there! Walwyn comes. (With ajaint hollow voic/j 
Walwyn ! [Stops as if suddenly rooted to the ground, 
and pores with downcast eyes) What was this ? What 
darted through my brain ? Oh — h — h ! I shudder at the 

thought ! Let me grasp thee, thou terrible stranger I 

Thou wcarest a hideous mask ! Yet art, perhap!>, destined 
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ness) Walwyn, I have an ituport^nt question to p^t xm 
you --a most interesting que&iion ! 

jru/. (uith anxious expa:tation) Well ? 
Max. Do vou stilj love Arabella 7 
WaL Uvasn'cly) Why ? 

Max. By your belief in that Infinite and Supreme Be* 
ing. whf>is inus and about us- by your ^efien^ql^Bce 
aiki my despair — I conjure you, suiswf^r me sincecety J— « 
Do vou still love Arabella P 

WaL Good God ! Maxwell, what means t}us ?— *;YoHf 

lips tremble — Your eyes roll 

Alnx. You would ioi ce upon me a present of a thoysand 
pounds — Will you not, in mercy* utter a few sylla^Ucs to 
relieve my despair ? Pity tliese agonies, tl^is alif^sl atiei|y 
atioD of mind, under which you behold me !— — . 

WaL Though 1 am at a loss to cpncpive, bow spy ^f 
swef can give you relief ; yet your demand is sip. earned 
unf)io singular, and my feelings are so pure apd sanct^|e4 
th^ J do not hesitate a moment to confess — ^I stJJl \q^ 
Aiilella. 

Max. Is your love but a pensive remembrance ?-— Qr 
is it lively as the cherished dream of yesterday ? liave tile 
cplupi^^ of the picture iadcd ? — or are'they still b^rigfat and 
vivid ? 

Wal, A man, who has for these eight years, studiously 
avoided all intercourse with you — a man who lias relig- 
iously respected the rights of the husband, and t})ue virtne 
of the wiie — may answer without hesitation ; — I still Ipi^ 
her, as on the first day 1 wished her mine ! She was my 
all ; she is so still ; till death, she shall continue so !— 
I have now answered you. Maxwell. But, why would 
you urge the enquiry ? Why strive to make old ^ounds^ 
oleed afresh, or inflict new ones ? 

Max, 1 have gained what I wished. The decisive mo-i. 
ment is come, {aj'ter a pause^ he proceeds) Walwyn, 
will you be a ^o\\ to my mother — a. father to my son — a 
husband to my Arabella ? 

WaL What is your meaning ? 

Max* Yes : these are the conditions. Give mc, with 
the faith of a brother, your hand ; and promise, that you 
will support my old blind mother, and will hear with the 
frailties of her humour ; promise that you will form my 
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Harry^s i(i?hd— -will bring him tip to ht an hr)nest man, 
and will provide For hii!hv if I shsflt be mysiSlf urtable to 
do It ! • 

ff^ai/ Mdixweil, whitteh does your imagination wan- 
der ? 

Md'Jt. Arid lastly, yoii muSt pledge to me your solemn 
bith, ttet Vpii will mate Arabella fia)i)py ! Vain fool ! he 
haV IdVciMt ihe&k eigHV years, e^eA while sh^ wai min'e ; 

rfs Ms owhTh^ will adbl-c her I No, this oath is uri- 

necessary. 

tf^il. ftcebrtect yotir btjWildered senses, ^Thou 

art be$1de th^Mt Db^t thcili meditile suicide ? 

Mia. I do riot ; why Sh<3uld I anticipate the work oiF 
Adntfifr ot jdfeSpair ?— ^-— I am in my right senses, gooi 
Walwyn I I know what t ant doing. For these three 
days I have in valri sought to find the mrans of earning 
I^Dsistehccf for my family. I must either see them starve 
*^f ihu^t bbg or steal fof them. At last, however, t 
have found a man who will supply sustenance to mysetf, 
if I chuse to go to fndii. 

ff^ai. And you are willing 

Max. Yes — to go — if WilWyh prbmise to be to m)*" 
Wife, jrhd child, and mothet, the guardian atKl proiect!h I 
can prove no longer! — Go ! — if in thee, Walwyn, I may 
leave behind me a brother ! 

Wal. Nay, remain here ; and you shall experience me a 
a brother ! 

*''' M'dx. NiVermbrt shall my eyes view my native shore 
-^Ncvcr sh^Tl my wofc-wbrri aspect disturb your tran- 
qiiility^ Should my unwearying industry be one day rc- 
m^ifdal" with the acqiiisition df some small property — I 
WiH' write to you ; and you ihall send my Harry to mc, 
— but not, till you are yourself a father, — till he is no 
nioTfe the only filial object of my mother's tove — Wal- 
wyn ! I have yet one hope left, I am not utterly bereft 6i 
tsrtty good. Att hoiir may yet come, when haj)piness 
shall be mine. Figure to yourself the grey-haired father, 
awaiting as he stands on the banks of the Ganges, thfe ar. 
rival of his son. (With enthusiasm) A youth spring up- 
on the shore — I advance with feeble steps to meet him 
I behold my Arabclli's featur^s.^— I sink into his arms — 
Ob, moments of rapti«-e, sufficient to repair long years 
of misery ! 
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JraL Dear Maxwell, your distresses have -disoF- 
dered your mind. A mist swims before your fancy ; — 
and through it, you see none but forms of horror. These 
are unreal visions. All will yet be cleared up. Confide 
in me. Call not that a favour, which I feel myseff irre« 
(istibly urged to give. If you are still obstinate in the, re- 
fusal of gratuitous assistance ; let me call upon my 
friends ; you shall not want for opportunities ot earning 
bread for your family by your own exertion — the harder 
the exertion the better — if so, you will have it. 

Max. We]], then, do what you can. Procure me but 
the lowest meanest place. Let this triumph be yours ! I 
will endure it. But, if this way you cannot save jne;— 
then abandon me to the storm of fate, and he Arabella's 
husband ! Do you promise me ? 

^yaL Ah ! unhappy, disordered mind ! 

Max, Promise me, good Walwyn ! — Plight your futh. 
to this unhappy being, before you ! {holds out kis arms 
in a suppliant attitude) 

Wal. Is your intention known to Arabella ? 

Max. Not yet. 

IVal. You expect her to consent ? 

Max. II duty no longer attach her tome; her love for 
you will revive. 

WaL Go! tell her what you intend. 

Max. 1 have then your promise. 

JFaL (giving Ins hand) You have ? 

Max. Withtnis pressure of my hand, I betroth her t» 
thee. Che becomes faint, and clings to Walwyn" s arm J Hal 
1 am now strong again ; my family are saved. Walwyn 
I tliank thee ! [he sinks down almost upon his knees) — 
Why dost thou stagger, wrethedbody? The spirit thou 
Shalt not prostrate, [sinks down) 

WaL For Gods's sake, Maxwell, how is it with 
you ? 

Max. I scorn the pangs of hunger — Victory I my 

family arc saved] 

WaL Why, man I you are faint with hunger ! — with 
hunger ! 

Max. (Very faint) For these two &2.y%— (exerting all 
his strcntgth) Victory I my family are saved f 
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IVal, fsnatches from the tabU a full glass of winc^ 
zvhich Harrington had left upon it) Ci uel man ! — drink. ! 
drink ! 

Max. May I drink ? my family still thirst ! 

WaL Drink — and rely on my word ! 

Max. I do rely on thy word. (drinks. 

Wal. Shall I send for a sedan-chair ? 

Max. No, good Walwyn, I am not ill. Let me but rest 
a moment longer on this ground. It is my native earth ! 
These flowers are the same as those which I delighted, 
when a child, to see in their full bloom. 

WaL You torture roe, Maxwell ! Let me call a phy- 
sician ! 

Max* Thou, thou art my physician ! [Stretches out his 
handj Assist me to rise : see ! I stand ! Nay, legs do not 
totter ! — Think not that the wine refreshed me — brother: 
it was your promise — the saving of my family — this was 

the reviving potion. Yet it shook me and cast me 

down. 

JVaL Your want of food 

Max. Pray speak not of my want of food — What I 
have suffered, is so trifling, that it deserves not to be men- 
tioned. Hear me, Walwyn, stoop down and hear me — • 
For these five weeks, Arabella has worked day and night# 
Her eyes are red and heavy. Her fingers are pierced td 
the bone. She this morning laid her hand on mine — (in a 

whisper) — Look here, this is her blood ! Can you 

now conceive, what burns within me ? — Arabella's blood 
is on my hand ! — with her blood, she has supported my 
mother and my child. To her, I in return, sacrifice moio 
than my life ! — my love ! What a wife 1 resign to \ or. 1 
I will go to her — see her for the last time — prepare her ior 
your visit. Within an hour, I shall expect you. larc- 
' well ! my benefactor ! an hour hence, you shall rever* 
eaceme — ^s your benefactor ! (walksjctbly ojf) 
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SCENE VIIL 

Walwym alone. 



f Looks long after him J God forbid, I s&ould : Tift, I 
will see her once more — ^but, without making liiysdf tin- 
worthy of that hap]piness. Be still my he^ — doSt thou 
want fortitude ? fear not ; I shall see hier M^eediu^ finir 
gers ; and every motion, but those of exalted virtue tHH 
die away within me. Waiwyn, save the beloved of thj^ 
soul — restore to her arms tm husband and tbe fathih- ! — 
Then may thine own heart whisper to thee— thdu^ anUt 
worthy of her love; * fEmt ' " ^' 



END OF THE SECOND ACT. ^ 
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ACT ItJ. SCENE I. 



^P 



Maxwjlll's Apartments. Arabella alone. Sie is^ 
- at Wo/ A. Pope's Essay on Man^ lies open before her. 
' After reading a Passage, she pauses, and seems ta 
reflect upon tt* 

XoETRy! how exalted are they ends, if thou cs^st 

5iye Qomfort to the wretched I excellent Pope ! why 
o not all the unfortunate get by heart thy verses ? 
(Rei^ds.) 

•' Go, ^iscr thou ! and in thy scale of sensc< 
Weigh, thy opinion against Providence ; 
Call imperfection, what thou fancy'st such ; 
Say, — here he gives too little, — there too mach J" 

Shame on thee, Arabella! t^hpu^i ako, hast murmurcfd ! . 
[Turns the leaf and reads.) 

" What nothing earthly gives or can destroy, 

" The soul's calm sun^hioe^ apd the heart-felt joy, 

'• Is virtue's prize" - 

Yes I know this calm. It refuses not to reside in 
l^e boM^ 9i yiWt* It ^ven now cheers my hosoni I 






SCENE II. 

Enter Jane* 

Jane. O-deac madam! in the street, just now, I was 
accosted by a gentleman, who asked me whether I was 
not the servant of Mrs. Maxwell* Oh ! he said a great 
deal about you, — a great deal indeed i 

Arab. Po you know who he is ?- 

Jane. I cannot say I do, — but he must needs know 
you ; for he asked me. to tell him all about you ; and 
while I spoke, he listened with an air of deep devotion. 
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as one might do at prayers.. His face glowed whenever 
' he pronounced your name. Yet he was sad, and his 
cheeks were wet with tears. 

Arab. Say no more, Jane ! (Aside) Ah ! it wat 
Walwyn ! , , . 

Jane. He asked me, too, if you were in want of 
money ? 

Arab, I hope you did not 

Jane. Heaven forbid ! — No, says I, my mistress workf 
night and day ! and, says I, if you should want any 
ruffles or handkerchiefs, my mistress embroiders won- 
derfully neat and cheap. He now seemed quite beside 
himselt for joy ; and told me to go, fetch my goods, 
quick, quick, and ask for him at the next coffee-' 
house. 

Arab. [In covfusion) You know, Jane, I sold the 
last this morning ; — I must now spare my fingerf for, a 
few days. Go ! do not let the good gentlems^n wait in 
vain. 

Jane. With what an air of disappointment will be 
look, when he sees that I bring him nothing ! 



SCENE IIL 

Arabella Alone. 

Is this my boasted peace ? this the virtue on which I 
talued m) self ? At the name of a stranger my heart 
throbs, and the blood rushes into my cheeks. A stranger I 
Is Walwyn to me a stranger ? Can he ever be as a stranger 
to me ? Oh, God ! thou knowcst whether he deserved it. 
(weeps gently) Oh, I still love him ; he was my first, my 
®nly love. Reason, and a daughter's duty might deny him 
my hand, but could not banish him from my heart. Can 
it be a crime that I, in vain strive to forget him ! — No, 
Walwyn, no, thou excellent and generous man, to whom 
I once plighted my faith, and who didst so noWy release it ; 
thy resignation — thy silent suffering — the magnanimity 
thou hast this day displayed — where is the way of captiva- 
ting a woman's heart — if it be not this ? 
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SCENE IV. 



Enter Maxwell. 



Arab, {endeavours to assume an air of serenity) Wel- 
come, dear Rebert ! 

Maxwell. {Walks backward and forward in violent 
emotion^ then stops before her^ and attempts several times 
to speaks but is still unable.) 

Arab. What is the matter ? something oppresses your 
mind! 

Max. {with a faint and hollow voice, repeats the words) 
Welcome ! dear Robert ! {after a long pause J Tell me, 
Arabella, would you feel it hard, to say, *' farewell, dear 
Robert !" 

Arab. What a question ! — Death alone can command 
husband and wife to bid each other farewell l~ 

Max. It is not always so — There are cases, in which 
reason and their mutual love may command ar wedded pair 
Co part« 

Arab. Reason ! — That you men know — Love is better 
understood by us. And it is the command of love to hus- 
band and wife — ** Journey on, hand in hand, together to 
the grave/* 

Max. Can you suppose, Arabella, that aught but love 
for you, can thus oppress my heart, thus convulsively 
strain my whole frame ? 

Arab. To what does all this lead ? 

Max. We —must part* 

Arab. We ? 

Max. I have found a place — I go to India. 

Arab, (in terrijied alarm) To India ? {collecting her^ 
self) Well, I go with you. 

Max. No, Arabella ; that cannot, must not be. 

Arab. Where then, must I remain ? 

Max. H«re, with my mother, with Harry. 

Arab. I cheerfully submit to any trial which fate im- 
poses : but that you, also, should try me ! — 

Max. Hear me, dearest, best ot wives ! I have sum- 
mooed up all my remaining strength o£ mind. Interrupt 

F 



r« 
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me not ; for it is extremely difficult for me to pursue any 
connected chain of ideas. Hear the unalierable resolu- 
tion which the iron hand of necessity has compelled me to 
take — Might I even take you with me : Were I capable 
ofdraging you, in return tor all that you have sacrificed 
for me, into a foreign land — Yet, my mothp* my poor 
old mother, must not be left blind, forlorn, and helpless. 
Can I, at once, depiive her of daughter, son* and grand- 
son ? — Can I abandon her to public charity ? Must her 
eyes flow with anguish, when they can no longer light her 
steps ? You and her little darling may assist her to endure 
the loss o( me ! You will not forsake her-^^no, not even 
then, when you no longer bear her name ! 

Arab. No longer bear her name ! 

Max. Arabella, this is an awful hour ; — To me, who 
have in your arms, enjoyed the divinest. bliss oFlove — to 
me, who, to preserve you mine, would gladly she,d mjr 
life's blood to its last drop — to me your welfare is tea 
thousand times more precious than my own — Oh ! Oh !— 
I bid farewell to far more than life — whqn I thus solemn" 
ly renounce you ! 

Arab. You ! — renounce me ! 

Max. . Cursed be the wretch, who, when his own hopes. 
his own joys arc in the scale — and in the other the happi- 
ness of her he loves — can a moment hesitate to make him- 
self the sacrifice ! — You gave me your hand, because 
your father declared, tiiat he should not, otherwise have 
peace in his mind. And should not I resign that hand, 
when your welfare, your preservation, demandthis of me ? 
Did you love your father with afl'ection more sincere than 
mine for you ? — Away I )e boasted heroes of 'antiquity ! 
who knew not to die ior those who were dear to you ! — I 
shall do what requires a far harder effort — resign my wife 

into the arms ot anotiier husband — hide my face and 

hie me hence ! 

Arab. God of mercy ! has'sufFcring distracted him to 
madness ? 

Max. Hear me ! Oh, hear me to a close ! I release 
thee from the vows of connubial faith ! — erase from thy 
youth, these last eight years I — Forget what thou wast to 
me — but, ah I forget not my love ! — You are again free : 
free to dispose ot your hand and your heart ] — Walwyn 
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Still loves you : — Reward his unshaken constancy. — Be 
his wife — his happy wife !-^But, ah ! forget not my love! 
He will be a father to Harry ! — to my mother, a son ! — 
These duties he has sworn to perform !-— His tenderness 
will revive the fading roses on Arabella's cheeks— Siic 
shall, yet, remember, with deliglit, the sweets of her ear- 
ly love. And, while hand in hand, you mf)ve onward to- 
gether, in a path strewed with flowers, — Oh, do not, do not 
then forget my love 1 

Arai' (throws herself into his arms) Most generous, 
most heroic of men ! how little have I known thy worth ? 
to what a giddy height dost thou call mc to look up to the 
elevation of thy sentiments ! — I supposed that 1 had tho- 
roughly known all the worth and magnanimity of your 
mind ; it is a temple awl'ul and subiime, above human 
imagination, which you open to my view ! — Forsake you ! 

/ torsake^^z/ / — No ! Had I even never loved you" 

before ; this day, this day alone, would knit my heart to 
yours, with indissoluble ties ! ! — I can also distinguish 
what is noble and good. I can feel all the value of what 
you would do for mc. To feel it is my pride — my shame. 
1 forsake you ! — Do but try to tear yourself from me ! — 
I will still cling lo you. Under every zone, will I at* 
tend and serve you ! Under the south pole, 1 will defy 
the arrows of the inhospitable savage ; amid the cold hor- 
rors of tjie farthest north, I will dig for you a cave in the 
•nows ! 

Max. [deeply affected) Arabella ! 

Arab. You would go to India! — Would see Indian 
wiTe* throw themselves, with triumph, to perish on the 

funeral pile of a husband ! How must you then, scorn 

the faithless English wife, who could throw her husband 
from her arms, to wander alone, through the world ; be- 
cause he was — not harsh — not unfaithful — but poor! 

Max, Arabella! 

Arab. You arc the father of my child ! You have 
taught me to know the enjoyment ot maternal love — tne 
dearest upon earth ! Do you fducy that I wouid purchase 
wealth at the price of ingratitude ? It may be, that the 
world would not reproach me. To gold, the world will 

pardon any crime. A dinner, a b^ll, will purchase 

friends, and panegyrists, in any nuinbci— But — here — 
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here flaying her hand on her hreasi) — is there a moie 
wretched — a more despicable bdng« than she who dares 
not look within — who cannot look upon the horrors of her 
own heart, without starting back aghast ? Want and 
hunger may unnerve my strength ; wsf conscience defies 
their power — No ! — father of my child, I quit thee not ! 
(clasps him in her arm%,) 

Max. {pressing her to his bosom) O God ! what a 
moment oT felicity hast thou vouchsafed to me f Y e 
great ones, ye deities of the earth, behold and envy It— An« 
gel-woman : — I had thought that I knew and prized the 
niU measure of thy worth ! — How much dost thou ex- 
ceed my boldest expectations I Enough, Arabella ; it is 
enough ! {withdrawing from her arms) We cannot ar- 
rest the movements ol the wheel of fate. I have no choice 
between parting and starving — Lament me as a husband, 
whom death has ravished from you. The worthy Wd- ' 
wyn will not chide your tears. 

Arab. How I Still this sad purpose ? 
' Max. It is fixed, 

Arab. But, if you have solemnly renounced m e ■■ ! as 
solemnly declare, that I cannot renounce you. Go ! — 
embark ! — Shall I think you, find no ship to convey a 
disconsolate wife, after her husband, to India ? With my 
Harry by my side, will I ask alms at the harbour — With 
my Harry in my hand, I will present myself before the 
first captain who is about to sail — I solemnly vow, Ro- 
bert, I will follow thee. So may God, hear mv dearest 
prayers ! 

Max. Wife of my heart, drive me not to despair 

Force me not to seek refuge in a country to which thou 
canst not follow me. 

Arab. There is no such country. 

Max. [muttering) Beyond the grave. 

Arab. Even there will I follow thee. 

Max. Mother of my Henry, thou hast a son ! 

Arab. And thou hast a mother ! 

Max. Arabella, I understand your meaning^^ You 

would make the sacrifice easier to me. I would renounce 
— even your love— You ask — but my life ! 

Arab. You are ill, Robert— very ill !— I will go for 
Harry. He shall eficct that which I have attempted in 
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vain, drive away the fiend of melancholy, and smile hope 
into your heart ! [Exi: hastily. 



SCENE V. 



Maxwell alone. 



Die ? — Yes ; it is easier far to die. Thanks, thou best 
of women ? Thou hast pronounced the sentence of my 
death ! — No : into that unknown country, thou wilt not 
follow me. Thy helpless child is the pledge that thou 
wilt live : — Ha ! thou hast lightened my breast of a 
mountain's weight, How the pleasure of this new idea 
glows through my whole frame ! — A freezing coldness 
chilled my blood. But Arabella has breathed a divifie 
ipark that electerizes my whole body and soul. — Yes ! 
my death will put all again into its due order. — She will 
weep — oh, she will weep ! But time will combine her 
in happy union, with the object of her first love-— an uniom 
that will dry up all her tears. And, when returning 
spring shall dress with flowrs the turf that covers my 
poor remains, she will give her hand, e»ver my grave, t# 
the worthy Walwyn ! — and now, Robert, thou hast well 
nigh drained the cup of sorrows — Wilt thou now shrink 
With loathing from the last dregs ? Ami as one oi those 
fools whom a satiety of sensual enjoyment drives, to rid 
themselves of an existence of which they are unworthy ? 
as those ideots of superstition who cast themselves, to be 
crushed under the chariot wheels of their idol ! — No ! I 
die for my wife, for the beloved of my soul ! I die for my 
mother ! for my child ! Let the marble statue, the brazen 
bust, be consecrated to him who dies for his country ! — 
My grave will not be always unhonoured, should it even 
be dug in a cross-way ! — 
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SCENE VL 

£ff/^r Arabella, leading Harry iy the kani» 

Arab, [in a tone of soothing gentleness) Here is Har- 
ry. He entreats you to remember, that you are his fa- 
ther ! 

Har. fcarressing his father) I have not seen you for a 
long while. 

Slax. {absorbed in gloomy enthusiasm^ without looking 
at the child) Boy, what callest thou a long while ?—— 

Break the frame through which the soul at so dear 

a rate acquires its perceptions — and time and sjpace arc 
vanished ! 

Arab. Harry, your father intends to go on a journey^ 

Har, Woii*i yviU take me along with you, father ? ' 

Max, No, Harry. 

Har. Aic you going far ? 

Max. The swallow journeys after the spring. 

Har. Will you soon return ? 

Max. Every thing returns. The crumbling dust revives 
in flowers. 

Har. Won't you bring me something ? 

Mux. What 1 yet have I leave to you —my blessing ! 

Arab. Robert, cease irom torturing me thus — For these 

some weeks past, 1 thought 1 suffered much ^to day, 

however, I teel that to have been little ! 

Max. Have patience with me — it shall soon be other- 
wise — soon, f Muttering ' Man ! why delay ? fHe looks 
sorrowfully upon Harry ^ lijts him up and kisses hisfort* 
head) God biess tl:ee my son! (Approaches Arabella^ 
takes her hands and eagerly kisses her fingers) Accept 
my thanks my dearest Wife I (He turns away from her^ 
puts his hands ^ with trembling emotion^ on narry^s head^ 
and utters in agony) God bless thee, my son I (Then^ 
throwing himself into Arabella's arms) Thanks to you, 
dearest wife ! (Now raises his weeping eyes to heaven) 
Oh, God ! these last tears are yet bitterer than 1 imagined ! 

Arab. Robert ! wliat is it you ihean to do ? Robert^ 
pity my distress ] 
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Max. Be comforted, Arabella, I go not to India. 

Arab. May I trust that yoii do not ? 

Max. I do not!— I have yet a friend whom I had 
shamefully forgotten. To him will I go — from him will 
I entreat assistance. Pray for me, that he may receive m« 
kindly ! 

Arab. A friend ? — Ypu deceive me ? 

Max. Ah, Arabella ! this hour allows not deception ! 

Arab. Who is he ? where is he ? why have you nevey 
named him to me ? 

Max. Because in our prosperity, our best friends are of- 
ten slighted. Yet, fear not ; he will receive me kindly ; 
bis arms are ever open to the wretched ! 

Arab. Then, go ; and your good angel attend you ! 

Max. I go, guided by. the angel of love! — Farewel, 
Arabella ! — When next we meet, we shall be happy! 

Arab^ God grant we may ! 

Max. {Takes both her hands ^ and shakes thcm^ in great 
'anguish) Till we meet again — - 

Arab. It will be ^oon. 

Max. At break of day, {He retires into a corner^ 
wrings his hands unconsciously^ makes a severe effort to 
restrain his tears^ un^dergoes with deep agony the stmggU 
of partings at last summons up his fortitude ^ and says) 
The hardest task is overi — Now to my mother! [Rushes 
into his mother* s room. J 

Arab. /Kneeling^ raises her eyes and hands to heaven.) 

Har. What are you doing. Mother ? 

Arab. I. pray for your father. 

Har. I will also pray for. him. (Kneels dewn by his 
mother. . Aft^r some moments^ Maxwell rushes out of his 
mother's^ ro^m. He is going \ but at sight of his wife 
and ciildj stops in great agitation. He stands as if root* 
tdto the ground ; the muscles of his face are convulsed : 
His wilix maddened agony dissolves at last into tears^ 
He slowly^ and with trembling emotion^ lifts up his 
hands ^ presses them to his eyeSi and reels off. J 
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SCENE VIL 

EnUr the Mother of Maxwell, grouping her way. 

Moth. Robert ! what means this ? — Is no one here ? 

Arab. (Arising from the posture of prayer) Dear 
mother, we arc here. 

Moth. You and my son ? 

Arab. I and Harry. 

Moth. Where is my son ? 

Arab. Gone to a friend. 

Moth. Bui why was he so deeply affected when he 
look leave of me ? 

Arab. He is uneasy in mind, to-day. 
Moth. Comes bursting into my room — kisses my 
hand — wets it with his tears — bids me farewel — thanks 
me for my love — says I shall not want — then runs off 
before I can even ask him — " Robert, what means this?" 
— And after all, he goes to a friend \ — One should have 
thought he was going to die ! 

Arab. (Starts with violent efnotionj God forbid ! 

Moth. Is it right thus to alarm an old, feeble mother? 
Every limb oi me yet shakes with the fright. Come^ 
Harry, lead me back to my chair, that I may recover 
myself. (Exeunt,) 

Arab. [Stands for some time in amazed and speechless 
an^uishj occasiohed by the idea which the old womaiCs 
words would have awakened in her mind) Noi no — he 
will not — three other lives, he knows, depend upon his. 
{Steps to the table, and turns several leaves in the booh 
upon it, while her looks are fxed on the ground) No — 
that he never will do. (She strives to compose her mind^ 
sits down at the tamhour frame, and begins to work: 
but her agitation is renewed ; her tears fall ; she rises) 
My tears will spoil my work. [Takes up her knittings 
needles: but her arms sink down) Robert! Robert! 
thou hast unnerved my last strength ; I can work no 
more ; I can only pray ! 
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S CENE VIIL 

Enter Walwyn. 

Arab. (Perceiving him^ starts convulsively) Ha, 
Walwyn ! 

WaL (Approaching with a modest and timed air) 
After eight years of separation, I again see Arabella. 

Arab. (Endeavouring to compose herself) Arabella 
Maxwell is happy to ftceive an old friend in her 
house. 

Wal. The title of your friend invests me with preci- 
ous rights. 

Arab. Your own magnanimity has this day invested 
you with rights still superior. Accept the thanks which, 
as a mother and a wife, I owe you. 

WaL Arabella's thanks were to me an invaluable prize 
—had not the offer for which they were made, been 
disdained ! • 

Arab^ That offer was not less a favour. It flowed I 
know, from the purest motives. 

WaL This testimony gives me pride. But I am 
conscious, that I liave deserved it. (With animation) 
Yes, Arabella, I am yet entirely such as I was eight years 
since. Fortune has, indeed, made me rich; but my 
heart, my soul, are still the same. [He perceives Arabella 
io be under embarrassment^ and moderates his ardourX 
Pardon, me for having hinted at what is no more to be 
mentioned. At sight of you, I felt as an old man might 
do» who meeting with an ancient iriend, remembers 
his spring of life. — And I seemed to myself, for the 
moment, to grow young again. Ah, no wonder, that 
your dear image should to me dissolve into a dream, the |fe 
realities of eight long years : and should, with the efiica- ^ 
cy of enchantment bring back the moment, when you 
last gave me your hand. Your cheeks were then, as 
now, pale ; tears then flowed from your eyes as now. 

Arab. And I then intreated of you, as I now do to 
spare me- 

WaL For eight long yefts have I avoided your pre- 
sencet The desire gf your hu&band| brings me, this 
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day, hither, Arabella ! Oh knew you but the hopes he 
would teach me to conceive ! No, never did the tempter 

wear a more seductive guise ! 

Arab. You allude to a wild idea, which my husband 
has recently hinted to me. 

ira/. 1 guess that he kept his word ! 

Arab. You 

Wfl/. Heard him with amaicracnt. 
Arat. And let me hope — corrected him — gently—— 
iraL 0!i! Arabella! 

Arah. That sigh — this familiar address ! — Should I he 
mistaken in 'regard to Walwyn ? Should he be capable 
of trampling on the unfortunate wretch whom be sees 
writhing at his f^et, in the dust i then, oh, then would 
I be compelled to let him look into my heaFt,— ^hen 
would I repeat to him those last words which be heard, 
eight'years since, from my lips.-^Do you still remember 
ihem ! 

iVa/. They are imprinted on my heart. > 
Arab. Walwyn, I said, — I love you. P&te unites me 
to another. Were you capable of asking me to tear 
this bond asunder ; — did but one look of your's, invite 
me to it: — I should lose my last consolation — the con- 
nolation of loving and respecting you — On my hand you 

pronounced the vow of virtue. 

Wal, Which I have ever kept sacred. 
Arab, Holding »your hand, I swore eternal fidelity to 
my husband. 1, too, have kept my oath. I do not say 
I have found the task a hard one ; No : I have found 
it easy ; for, I possess a worthy man. For the first year, 
I might devote many a secret tear to the remembrance 
of the sweet dreams of younger years ; yet these have 
been long assuaged by the new feeiings of a mother's 
fondness. — MaxwelTs wild tancy of this day, might 
perhaps have been to me less extravagant, before I was 
a mother. A childless pair might dare to part! But, 
now, Walwyn, now, no power on earth can break asun- 
der the bonds of my duty, — No, not the power of love 
itself. 

Wal. I have not interrupted you : for, where I love, 
I delight to admire. The ^ord escaped ; tut it came 
.from the heart of a man who I^nows no vrish of which 
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he can need to be ashamed. Arabella misunderstood me. 
I listened to your husband, merely to gain time, to 
Sooth the fever of his soul, to save him irom the wild 
phrenzy of despair. His sufferings have awakened 
within him, powers hitherto unknown to himself, of which 
the new-born consciousness is pleasing. To sacrificf 
himself for his wife — is the splendid idea, on which he, 
at present, delights to ga*fee till his mind's eye becomes 
blind to every ray of other hope. — It is for this, that his 
pride devis^ so many refined pretensions for refusing 
the assitance of a friend. These would he scarce resign 
for the sake of the salvation of his family and himself; 
for resigning these, — he would lose the idol of his fancy, 
created by love, nutured by want and despair, raised by 
disordered i^^rves to be the tyrant oi his soul. — He must 
be gently and softly led back from the precipice to which 
he is hurried. As to the night-walker, — we must not 
call him by his name, but, in silence stretch out our 
arms, that if he fall, he may sink on the bosom of a 
friend ! / 

Arab, f Deeply affected, gives him her hand) Excellent 
Walwyn * — Fxiend in distress ! — How could I tor a 
moment, mistake you ! 

WaL It is only misfortune that excites distrust against 
the man who once possessed the heart of Arabella ! 

Arab. And was worthy of possessing it ! 

JVaL Wealth tould not corrupt a heart sacred to you, 
I came to concert with you, the means of saving Maxwell. 
without suffering it to appear the work of my hand. 
Might we not devise some harmless artifice, — the be- 
quest of some Nabob's fortune, — or the fortunate gaining 
of some capital prize in the lottery. Pray» assist me to 
find out something ? 

^rab. Generous man ! this tear 
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SCENE IX. 

Enter Jane hastily. 

Jane, (out of breath) Oh madam ! — how I am fright* 
ened ! 

Arab. What is the matter ? 

Jane, There is a mob gathering in the streets. 

Arab. Well ? 

Jane. They talk such dreadful things !-<5rhcy say-^ 
they say — that my master — ' 



SCENE X . 

Enter Landlord, in a bustling manner. 

handl. There now, — a fine sight, — a fine credit to my 
house, 

Arab. CanxiouslyX What is it you want, friend ? 
Landl. Want ? Why, I want that the corpse be not 

dragged hither. 

Arab. The corpse ? Gracious God ! 

Wat. {at the same time) Whose corpse ? 

LandL Don't you know, then ? Mr. Maxwell has 
thrown himself into the Thames. • 

Wat. Oh ! too late ! 

Arab, [drops upon the ground.) 

Jane, (kneeling by Arabella^ supports her head. J 

LandL The rent gone to the devii I — 

IVal. Perhaps, there may be yet means of recovery. 

C Going. 



SCENE XI. 



EnUr John Hartopp. ^ . 

liarL Of recovery ? — to be^sure, there are. ^^ He isal 
ready restored to life ! 

U uL and Jane [at the same time) Does he live*? 
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Hart. As sure as my name is John Hartopp,— >he 
lives — 

Jane. Did you hear, dear madam ? 

Arab^ (Nods.) 

WaL Who saved him ? 

Hart. Why, — I drew him out of the Thames— 

Wal. You, friend ? — Pray take this. (Offer skis purse) 

Hart. Pshaw, pshaw! — such things one don't like to- 
be paid for. Besides, I can't say, after all, that it was I 
who saved bfm. For when I had laid him on the bank, 
he was as dead as a herring. But, there is a society in 
London, do you see, who will not let a brave fellow 
drown himself, without a struggle to save him« Some of 
them were quite at hand. Great gentlemen ! God knows 
who ! They instantly seized the body, and continued rub-^ 
binff warming and blowing, till he opened his eyes* 

WaL Whither did they carry him ? 

Hart. To the house of a rich wine-merchant, thVee 
doors from this. — He was the busiest of them all. — He 
belongs ajso to the society. {Walwyn exit in haste) God's 
blessing on the worthy gentleman 1 When I perceived 
that life was again stirring in him, I had his house shewn* 
me ; for I am vastly fond of bringing good news. — 
That poor lady on the ground is his wife I dare say ? 

Arab. Yes ; his wife. 

Hart. Well ! mistress, do n6t weep now. There is no 
more danger. His recovery is sure. 

Arab, {gives her hand) 

Hart, {takes and shakes it heartily) An empty hand, 
and such a look with it, pleases me better than tne gentle-* 
man's full purse. I think my girl we should help tbc 
good lady on her legs again. {They lift Arabella up^ and. 
seat her on a chair.) 



SCENE xir. 

■ # 

£;2^^r Maxwell, Walwyn, awrf Harrington*. 

Max. [Still of a death-like paleness in his countenance 
— his hair hanging down in disorder^ — his looks down-" 
£astj — is led by Walwyn to Arabella.) 
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Arah. fAitempting to rise^ is mmmkU^ hui simks kul^ 

£md kolds out her arms) 

Max. [Kneel before ker^ and with iam^lmmimry JMU* 
ness^ lays his kead in ker lap) 

Arao, {Bends sobHng over kim.) 

Hari. (Wipes kis eyes witk kis fingers rnmkwmrdly.J 

Harrington. {Stands last in deep tkomgki / and jiaiv 
mnd then casts a look on tke re-united pair.J 

Max. {Lifts np kis kead, and looks on AreMU with 
an expression ojangnisk.) 

Arab. {Clasps kis neck, and joins her cheek to his.) 

Wal. (Beholds tkem witk strong emotion.) 

Hart. By my soul, it is the man, who this moming 
tried my load. ' He perhaps carried heavier than I. — 

Harring. Are you not the same person, who this 
morning asked ray aissistance in the tea-garden ? 

Max. I am. 

Harring. I am, then, perhaps, in part, the author of 
your despair. I have much to atone for. (Taking Wal'- 
-myn aside) Sir, I know you to be an honest man. May 
I entirely confide in the truth of what you just now men- 
lioned ? 

IVal. You may, upon my honour !— 

Harring. (To Maxwell^ after a short pause) Sir, my 
son was yesterday drowned in bathing. I have, this day 
saved your life. To-day then, has God restored to me a 
sen. You, Sir, must supply the place of my lost child. 
I adopt you as mine. 

Max. (Turns to him, kneels, and with ardent emotions 
of gratitude, stretches out kis hands,) 

Harring, I understand — no words — there is no nced^ 
your excellent wife will not she be my daughter ? 

Arab, [Folds her hands and smiles,) 

Harring, I understand — it is settled — I am not child- 
less. — God forgive my murmurs. 

Aral^, (Sinks on her knees beside her husband, clasps 
him in her arms, and presses him to her heart,) 

Hart, Ha ! the next load I shall have to carry will be 
as light as a feather \ [The curtain falls.) 

THE END. 
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A T ivill he m^<:eplahle to the reader to 
know somethiiig of the history of the circumhaviga' 
tor La Pey ROUSE, rc;///cA has giveii rise to this 
dramatic piece. 

Count De l a Pe y r o u s e sailed from Brest har^ 
hour on the 26th of June 1785, with the frigates 
Aslrolable and Boiisole ; touched at the Island of 
St. Catharine, on the coast of Brazil, and sailed 
7^ound Cape Horn, and along the coasts of Chili 
and California. Afterzvards he touched at Easter 
Island, Nootka-soundy Cooks River, Kamschatka, 
Manilla, the I^les des Navigateurs, the Sandwich^ 
the friendly Islands, and Norfolk Island, and ar- 
rived in Botany Bay on the 26th of January 1788 ; 
from xohence he transmitted home by Governor Phil- 
lips at Port Jackson, all his papers, journats, maps, 
plans yViezvSy S(c, and sailed from thence on the 10/A 



of March foUowing. — Since tvliick lime he has not 
been heard of, but is supposed to have lost both his 
ships among the Ice Islands, in his run toivards the 
South Pole, ondiscovery. His journal from 1785 
to 1788, has since been published at Paris by order 
<if the Directory, and lately translated in London. 
The Corvettes La Recherche, and L'Esperance, 
sailed from France in 1790, under the command of 
Captain Enlrecasleux, and returned in i~9'i, with- 
out having gained their object ; which was, to search 
for the unfortunate Cou7ttDK la Peyrouse. 

- The Amer. Translator. 



LA PEYROUSE. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

[TXt Scene is ort an uninhabited island in the SonlJi 
Sea. In the back ground the sea coasts side- 
wards a high rockJ] 

X-A pEYROUSE sfaTiding on the top, of the r»ciy loohing at/t distana:^ 

JL HE fog clears away- still combating wltli 

the sun still darkening the surface of the sea --thus 

calumny covers virtue, creates romantic appeari^-nce-^, and 

is finally swallowed up by the force of truth. Ah ! what 

a spectacle ! alrcAdy the peak of a mountain on the nearest 

island raises itself out of the vapours Ihinxlouds only are 

seen to hover yet around it. Now the fog forms itself into 

balls on the deep, the beautiful surface of the sea becomes 

visible the circle expands every moment my breast 

becomes fuller the view brighter and the Creator 

forces from me a tear of high affliction as my morning pray- 

' crs ! Do I not see at a distance some white point ? — — 

A small cloud no ^a sea bird-- a swan ^o 

God ! What deception ! A sail ! ^A ship : 

Poor forsaken ! do not rejoice too soon ! An image of 

your dream juggles hope before your eyes. And yet 

it moves it proceeds — — not so the course of cloud:; 

i(tbe flight of birds away from ray eyes you clouds of fog i 
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down to the sea shore !-*— Here I stand gtreagtl)l 
can tremble »only and wish ever)? vital in my eyc» 



yes ! yes ! the mast becomes unveiled (nmik ike strmg*^ 

€st iimiims tfjty) it is a ship ! (he kneels demm emd fdds Ur 

hands) After eight years the first dme! God ! you send ine 

a vessel !-i (rises kastify^ takes a vddte hemikerekirf fimn ku 

poeket^ and swings it in tie air) Ah !' they do not perceive me \ 

they wiU past by-*— not hear my anxious cries-^^^Oh ! 

xow my fate perhaps depends on the eye of a single man 



God ! throw but one gkoce this way ! May but one glance 
of the sailor on the top be fastened to this rock, that he may 
call to the helmsman : halt ! there lives an unfortunate man \ 

^In vain !' ^I will light a fire a thick tmoke shall 

vise to the clouds-; (a cannon shot is kearJfjor or ike mt) Ah ! 

What can that mean ? Was it an answer to my signal ? Was 
it a promise to save me ? . ■ Yes !. yes ! triumph ! the ship 

alters its cours e i t steers towards me ! ^A way ! away ! 

down to the bay ! . . 

(Withjiiyful emotiw he leaps down tlie rock and ^ill run g^> 



SCENE 11. 

Ma L YIN A (meeting kim.) 

Whither, dear friend ? 

Peyr. A ship ! A ship ! 

Malv. Where ? 

Peyr. There I There ! (ie hastens away) 

Malv, . (alone) A ship ? What have I to care for that ? 
What can a ship bring to me ? I have every thing, and I 

love my friend Where is my boy ? my lively Charles^ 

as his father calls him. I would rather call him Tomai^ for 
that's his grandfather's name. Oh ! if the old man would 
but come from his island ! if he could but see thisbo}'', bow 
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he climbs tip the highest trees^ and lets the dart ily from his 
little how ; I ami sore he would not be angry any more. If 
he coald hear how mueh I have learned of my friend, if he 
c^ftld know the goodness of the God he has given me ; if he 
could see how we love each other, how we continue in love, 

and always are contented in storm and sun shine 1 don'^ 

know what this ship can have to do here ? we don't want it. 

But my friend seemed to rejoice so much, then I must 

rejoice too; neither of us has ever rejoiced a&ne. 



SCENE UL 

C H A L E s (comes in Uafring,) 

Mother, I hjlve seen something I 

Malv, Where have you been ? 

Charles. At the sea shore, I looked for shells. 
* Malv. Well, and what have you seen then ?« 

Charles, A great mountain in the sea, but far, far off, bat 
it comes nearer and nearer; but it can't be a mountain. 

Malv, I know it already, it is a ship. 

Charks, No, it an*t a ship either, but a ship has entered 
the bay, just like our ships, only much larger. 

Mah, That is called a boat — have pepplc been in it ? 

Charles, Yes, many people, such as my father ; they came 
on shore and called out, then I ran off. There was a wo- 
man among them, who wanted to catch me, but I ran faster 
than she. It was not a woman like you^ motheri it was a 
woman like my father. 

Malv, Have you then not met your father ? 

Charles, No, I crept into the thicket, and the strange wo- 
inan always after me. Sometimes I turned ; and then she 
winked, and showed me pretty thin^^s, but I laughed and 
ran away. 
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MJv. Naughty woman, you make me weep. 
Jdel. Humanity at last succeeded, they granted my re- 
quest to embark. My youngest son threw himself into my 
anns, I took him with me. During thirteen months we 
have been swimming from one sea to another,^ landed on ha* i 
bited and uninhabited^coasts, searched and enquired erery 

where Ah ! none has any knowledge of him ! You, my 

good child, are the first that rekindles in me the extinguish*- 
ing spark of hope. 

MaJv. How it grieves me to rob you of thb weak consf • 
lation. He is my/riendy he cannot be your's. 
jfdeL Where is he ? 
Malv. He hastened down to the bay. 
jiM. Is this island well inhabited ? 
Mah. O yea, Alexis and I, and love. 
JiiieL None else ? 

Malv, I swear to you, there is not an uninhabited comer 
on the whole island, (looking ahmt) I am serry my boy is nm 
off too ; he should have called his father. — You seem to be 
fatigued good woman ? 
Adel, Fatigued and siqk. 

Malv, Sit down upon this sofl seat of moss, my friend has 
made it for me. He certainly will soop be here, he never 
leaves me long alone. Rest and comfort yourself^ 1*11 run 
to the bushes and fetqh you some ripe fruit, juicy roots, they 
will soon revive you. (Exit,) 



SCENE V. 

Adelaide (ahmt,) « 

The sweet moment has perhaps arrived, which my love 

has snatched as a prize from the elements and I tremble ? 

•She would send the boy to look for his father ?— — Who 
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IS this boy ? Who is iiis father? ^^Ah I have I purcha&ed 

his life for such a price ? ^The father of my children I 

would find, but not the husband ? Should I have risqued 

all for that ? The beloved in the arms of a savage"! 

I defied death in every ahape, in this only I did not expect 

it ! Alexis ! Is it you ?- Are thes^ footsteps your's ? 

Hzs'your hand entwined these branches into' an arbor ? 

And if it is not him ? — r-A stranger one of his com- 
panions— — the only one saved Etid not the girl say so ? 

The onfy one T May he be La Peyrouse ! The mo- 
ther shall forget what grieves the lover ! My Henry 

my Babet my Chatles ! For you I have been beating 

'against wind and waves ! For you I have quitted my native 
country ! Your supporter^your protector I will bring back to 
you, and then your poor mother will seek in a better world 
the consolation which she could not find in all the quarters 

of this ! 1 am to rest myself here ? On this bench of 

moss ^ Made by my husband's hands for another wife ?■ 
Noy here \ cannot rest. 



SCENE VI. 

L A P E Y R o u s E (in violent emaiidn — ^is rejieattd cries are heard be^ 

hind the scene,) 
Where is she ! Where is she ! 
AdeL Ah ! what voice i^ this ! (i-ims towards him,} 
Peyr, Adelaide ! 
, AdeL My husband! (sinks into his arms — a/iaus^^-^silent extac^,) 
AdeL Are you indeed alive yet ? 
Peyr, Is it possible ! so much love ! 
AdeL Could you expect less of me ? 
Ptyr, With your tender constitution — 
AdeL Love gives strength. 
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LA ^^^1 


P^r. 


Witk youF timidity —: — ^^^^^| 


AkI. 


Love gives ^^^H 


P^r. 


Len your old mother — ^^^^^H 


Aid. 


Her blessin); followed me. ^^^^^^H 


p^. 


Left our children ^^^^H 


Akl. 


My blessing remained with them. ^^^^^^^k 


' %r. 


^^^H 


vfttA 


^^^^^^1 


F^. 


What God can reward you for (hat ? ^^^^^| 


JAI. 


1 am rewarded since I found you ^^^^^^H 


Peyr. 


How moch yoa must have suiferei) ! ^^^^^| 


AM. 


It forgot ^^^^^1 


P.jr. 


Death before your eyes i^^^^^^ 


• AJd. 


And the hope to find you. ^^^^^^H 


P^r. 


Ah ! a wife onlj conld do thut ^^^^^H 


AM. 


For an husband ! ^^^^^^| 


P^r. 


Are our -^^^^1 


Add. 


They ^^^^1 


Pryr. 


But have I not left you with new hope* ^^^^^^^1 


Add. 


. Which God has accomplished ! A lively boy-^— ^^^B 


Henry- 


you shall see him ^^k 


P^r. 


See him ^| 


AJtl 


. He is with me. ^H 


Peyr. 


. Where ' '^1 


Add. 


. Onboard the ship. ^^| 


Pcyr 


. Right, I recollect, the men in the boat spoke Ofl^H 


bill when thoy mentioned your name 1 ran off. ^| 


Adel 


. Impatience drove me on shore. My brother^^l 


with me loo. A great fog some days ago separated liis^^H 


iel from our's, yet we look every moment for his an-ii,-iaLj^^| 


Pyr 


. God ! Ifthisisadrcam, let me never wake'! ^H 


Ada 


'. It is not a dream! I possets you again ! Lovech^^H 


all the 


quarter:; of the globe togetlier, and converts the <N^^| 


into a 


drop of water. There is no de;eri, no uncuttivl^H 


shore, 


from which orv time or other, the (hanks of loi'^^H 
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j\ot raise to the, heavens ! sHent or loud, In words or in tears 

Good God ! to Thee it is all the same ! 

Feyr. Ah ! how this soft well-known voice leads me, as 
by an enchantment, back to my domestic bliss. I hear you, 
I throw a glance upon those inhospitable rocks, and ask my • 
self in surprise : Wherfc are we ? 

j^deL Is it then so extraordinary, that a loving wife should 
defy the elements ? — The national assembly ordered two ves- 
sels to be fitted out, to restore the circumnavigator La Pey- 
rouse again to his country. Love commanded me to go,in 
search of the lost husband, the bemoaned father. Without me, 
in what language could those people enquire for you among 
the savage nations ? Love created for me a language^ Who 
could better than me discover the slightest traces of you ? 
A lost piece of cloth, a name written by you upon a tree, 
who could have sooner discovered it than me ? And if you, 
perhaps, were roving about in deserts and wildernesses, 
whose ears would your voice have sooner reached than mine ? 

Peyr, Noble wife ! Do I deserve this exalted heavenly 
love ? 
. ^elel. Would you have done less for me ? 

p€yr. Will you never repent of those sacrifices ? 

j^iiel. Do we repent of what love gives and takes ? 
' Peyr, But if 1 have been obliged to obey the whim of fate 
— if duty and my helpless situation forced me to appear 
faithless to you. 

j^del, (trembling) Faithless ? 

Peyr. Appear, I said, for the heart only can judge. 

AJeL Before you proceed, tell me : Are you the only me 
R^ved of all your companions ?. 

Pep\ The only one. 

AdeU Ah ! Then I know all ! 

Pryr. Impossible ! I found you alone. 

Adel, The only one saved — ^yet not the only one that inha- 
bits this island a girl . . 



n 
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Pry. Have you seen her ? 

Mrl. She calls you her friend. 

Pfp. She was my benefactress, 

j*i5-/. And what are jwi to her ? 

Pryt. All ! 

Mil, More Ihali yon ought to be ? 

Pey. Hear me and judge. On joiidcr rock the wav« 
drove us, -with all the furies of the elements. The ship 
went to pieces. Through every crevice enlered dt.-ath. 
The corps soon were swimming about the miserable wreck. 
1 conibateil swiraming against the fury of the waves, and 
thought to reach the shure, but the stream baffled my endea- 
vours. My strength died away 1 thought once more of 

you— — of my children of God ! and, ei^hausted with fa- 
tigue, my arms dropped. When I recovered I lay stretch- 
ed upon the moss, a savage girl kneeled at my side, and at 
the first sign of life, she made a cry of joy. 

Aild. Had she saved you ? 

PcxT. Three limes she threw hcrscif into the foaming 
waves, and three times she was thrown back on the rocky 
sliore. Death roared in vain ;-in vain the abyss menaced to 
swallow her up, or to dash her to pieces on the rocky cHfTs. 
With the courage of a hero, and the strength of a savage, 
she threw herself the fourth time into the waves, caught her 
prize by the hair, and snatched it from the combating cle- 

Adel. All ! and for what reward ? 

Peyr. Listen farther. This small island is uninhabited. 
But rarely the savages come here from yonder group of 
islande, to lish. Malviiia was here with her father and bro- 
thers, who threatened to kill the stranger; the tears of 
Malvina only saved him. Under cocoa trees she prepared 
for me a place of rest, and linked the twigs over me for a 
roof. J slumbered swtell y: Before midnight she waked me 
trembljrg. Be quick and follow r>e ! she said, and drew 
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me away. She led me through th^ thicket to the sea side. 
There she crept with me intp a cavern, embraced me ten- 
derly, and rejoiced at my second preservation. Her bro- 
thers hajd concluded to kill me during the night. They 
thought Malvina to be asleep, but Malviiia listened, and 
perceived their intentions. Favored by the darkness she 
Stole away, and saved me from the assassins. 

AdeL I owe her gratitude and admiration, but can I love 
her? 

Pfyr. Still more ! The next morning they sought Malvina. 
The woods re-echoed their menaces and'their prayers. We 
heard her old father above us on the glifF, he called mourn- 
fully : Malvina ! my daughter ! will you leave me ? — The 
girl wept, and remained. 

Add. Enough ! I forgive you ! 

Peyr. When, after a long fruitless search, the boat went 
off with her father and brothers, she listened between the 
bushes, and her tears dropped from leaf to leaf, but not a 
sound betrayed her grief. And when the boat appeared on 
the distant sea like a white point only, -he pressed me 
weeping to her heart, and exclaimed : Now I have neither 
father nor brother \ You are my all ! Leave me not ! 

AdeL And she has not beg'd in vain. 

Peyr, From that moment I have to thank her for my life a 
thousand times ! Without her I would have died of hunger. 
She taught me to catch birds and fish in nets ; she taught m« 
the -knowledge of the eatable roots and herbs, and warned 
me of the poisonous ; she made for me these clothes of fea- 
thers and skins ; she ornamented my habitation with shells. 
—Speak — What could I do ?-^Separated from the inhabited 
woild, exiled forever to this place of solitude^ without hope 
ever to see you or my native country again^ what reward 

could I offer to my benefactress ? to her, who voluntari- 

iy exiled herself with mfe; all^iat«d my misery, and, when 
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tMe could not alleviate, voluntaiily sliared it with me 
She Hciifcd my heart and I gave her a grattfal iem- 

j1^. You arejiistificd. My love mourns, hutcajiiiot c 
(Ictn'n you. Bui Alexia, what will now become of ii 

P^r. Ask me not. The event is yet too new fo; 
have no sense jet for what may be done in future. 

AAl. U it true, what the girl said? she is become | 
mollier } 

Piyr. his true. 
. Aifl. Oh AUkU ! which mother will you leave ? 

Ptyi: None. 

Atlei. God assist us ! 

Pryi. I see Malvina approaching. Compose joni 
Let us conceal from her a moment what you are to i 
The 6rst impressions of a savage att Tioleot. Let mep 
pare the poor girl. 

JM. 1 will be silenl. 



£B/fr Malvina. 

Matvixa (leiih/ruiisinlH.r^itn} Here arc fruits, there tj 
eat. (la Pryrwie} Ah ! are you here ? be welcome ! 
this good woman has lost ber friend. She is come Irom d 
far off, to seek him ; but he is not herej it grieves aie, 

Pryi: She is my sislcr. 

Malv. (smiling) Your sister? you lye. 

Adrl. No, my child, he is my brother. 

Matv. Indeed.^ but you did not seek your brother 

Mil. 1 sought the man, 1 loved bcsl. 

Jdah. Yon are in the right, I have brothers too, but I n 
maincd with llie fcnu, I loved best. Your friend if ic 
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Si J)' with us. I am rejoiced you are his sister ; I We you 
for that. 

Adel. lUiankyou, my good girl. 

Maiv. Wherefore? Love comes, we don't know how. 

A<kl. You have saved roy brother's life, 

Malv. Ah! that's long since. I would do that every day, 
for I love him much. Oh ! you don't know how much we 
love each other. That mast give you pleasure, because you 
are his sister. 
. Add. (tailh a farced smiUj Indeed. 

Mah. Sometimes his countenance is Korrowful, just as It 
is now ; then he thinks of his native land. But then I leap 
ahout him, and larcss htm, and stroke his face with my hand, 
till his countenance becomes serene again (she Joes all that 
•uAiht lie is sjipaking) but to-day it won't avail. 

Pgr. (liikoj'rnceshhmelf to return krcarasas) Have you taken 
care to provide our dinner ? 

Mal-u. Do joit wish to be rid of me ? (fiaitering) Give me 
a kiss, that your sister may witness how much you love me. 

Add, (ivir/i iufiprtssed pain) Leave hiin, he has whims. 

M(dv. Whims ? what for ? he shoald rejoice at your ar- 

AJel. So he does. But I had to bring him displeasing 
news. During his absence some of his old friends died. 

Mdv. Heh ! and what of that ? a new friend has beeo 
borne for him since. We have a boy, you shall see him, 
just like his father. He knows how to play away his father's 
whims. Is it not true, my good friend, you love the boy ? 
almost as much a* me ? 

Add. I can't bear it any longer. (A muikii shi is icard at 
« diilance — La Prynusi nalsn kimsflf.) 

Mah. What was that? 

Add. A signal. The boat returns to the vessel. They 
^re yet ignorant of what has happened, (she^tits her handvjtat 
la Piyrmse'; :k,-uUi<) Brother! I am going. 
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Ptyr. I go with you. 

Malv. No, no ; Will you then learc mtr alone ? 

P^. For a few hours only. The ship will tail into 

b.,. 

Mah). Let it sail, what's that to you ? 

Pcyr. Shall I not accompany my sister ? 

Malv. And then perhaps a sudden slorra Off would be 

the vessel ! No, no, your sister may come again. 

Peyr. I have not seen her these nine years. 

Mail/. Have you seen me then enough already ? 

A^l. Stay and perrorm your promise. Let me not saS 
this pain a tccond time. I'll go and fetch my Henry. 



SCENE VUI. 

Malvina iW La Peyrouse. 
Malv. Who is her Henry ? 
Pe,,. Her sou. 
Malv. Has she a son ti>o ? And seeks the father i Fwx 

Peyr. Do you pity her ? 

Malv. Indeed I do. But the father must be a bad nun, 
why has he left the mother ? 

P^. His duty 

Malv. It is a detestable duty, that forces a maa to leave 
wife and child. 

Peyr. At the call of our country the heart must be silent. 

Malv. Will you then return to your country now ? 

Peyr. Perhaps. 

Malv. Shall we there be happier than here? 

Pt^. God grant it ! 

,.3£j/i'. With regret I shall leave our hut 
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Pep', Will you then accompany me ? 

Malv. 1 don't understand ybu. 

Peyr, It is far, very far. 

Mah. What do I care for that ? 

/Vyr. A dangerous voyage '• — 

Malv, You jest. Shall I not be with you ? 

Peyr. All hopes will be lost then ever to sec your father 
or brothers again. • 

Malv, Have I then not given up that hope long ago ? 

Peyr, Yes you often stood on yonder cliff, stretching out 
your arms towards your home. 

Malv, Indeed I have. I recollect you often told me, how 
you could draw a picture upon paper, with colours just like 
nature. Now take from that ship what is requisite, and 
paint for me such a picture, with the cliff upon it, then I 
can even in your country stretch out my arms, towards my 
dear home. 

Peyr, But if the ship pass yonder island, and you descry 
your old father on the shore ? 

Mah, (crying) Oh ! — fy \ how you have frightened me. 

Pep; Would you not throw yourself into the water and 
swim to him ? 

Malv. (with emotion) Yes, I would. 
' P^. And if he should joyfully hasten towards you, and 
beckon friendly 

Malv, (throws herself into his arms) Here I am, my father \ 

Peyr. And if he should say : your brothers are dead, stay 
•with me ! ^ • 

Mah. I cannot, father — 

Peyr, I am old and sick 

Malv, Be silent, wicked man ! It is false ! he is not sick ! 
mnd my brothers are alive. They are strong and healthy 
men. — But ! A precious thought ! Let us take my father 
with us. 

Peyr, Will he quit his home ? 






«-»* 
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Afalv. (fuB tf imw.-m cmfii^ct) If hp should see mir bojr 

what do you ihink ? • 

fryr. \Vi\l a foreign climale agree with tbe old man f 

and even jou 1 tremble for jour life ! 

Ma/'.: Be unt-oncerned. Love and serenilj' of mind pr»- 
tnole good ht^alth. 

Pry'- Bui should grief awwt youthen:' 
3fo/r. Grief? 

/■fp. You would daily witness that other* to« love me i 
Malv. Well, so much the belter. I wish all good men 
wiHiId love you, 

Ptyr, But if you had to sbaie my heart ? 
Mah. To jhare ? No, [ won't do that. Do they Ihvn 
share their hearts in Europe ? 

Ftyr. There are persons who have great and much oldu 
pretensions on my love. 

Malv. Ciratf — Let tliem come. OldeT — What matters 
that ? 

FrjT. G«od girl, will you forgive me, that I kept seciji 
Irom you what in this place of solitude 1 thought nsele* 
reveal ? 

Mah. I have never forgiven jou any thing, but it I 
be a pleasure lo forgive you. Speak. 

Peyr. I have already a wife in my native country. 
Mal-o. A wife? You jest. I am your v^ife. 
Piyr. Earlier ties link me to the former. 

Malv. Earlier r But are they stronger r — —Do j 

love her like me? 

Pcjr. She is as much deserving of my Idvc as ' 
Malv. And does she love yo» as much a* I ? 
Prr: I am sure of il. 

Mah. (anxiauilj) Woe on me ! Wicked man !- 

wore my friend ! Woe ! Poor Malvina. ' 

Ptyr. Willyou still foll«w mc to my country I 
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Mah. I thoughl it was so easy lo pardon you, but I can- 
al ! No ! No ! Her Ibve is not as ardent as mine, or 

le would not have suffered yoii lo leave lier. 

Peyi: My duly 

Mtdv. Go, go, you have taught me many words which I 
!i not understand. No ! No ! Yon do not love her as much 

1 me, or you would not have left her and I Ihink your 

ife is dead. 

Ptyy. What makes you think so ^ 

Malv. I am sure, quite sure lliat sjie is dead long since. 
'onsider ouly, iiitie years yon have been separattd ffoia \wt 

she has not survived that, could not iUrv-Jve it. lie 

Biitented and cheerful, 1 love you more Iban she ever did, 
□d I shall not die, for you will never leave me.' (firenes kr- 
ifichm) Alexis! my friend ! you will never leate mc. 

Pryr, (pruasha- vAih emotitn tohshcati) No! never! 

Malv. I knew that vfiry well. Now t ibrgii-e you. You 

nly wished to frighten me. I'll go to our hut. Out boy 

ss found a turtle, an(J I will prepare it for your sister. And 
hen I'll pack up our things, not lo forget my neiv feather 
Iprou (in geing aiBay) it will please the people ofyour coun- 
ry, it is so variegated. 



SCENE IX. 

La Fevrouse (ah^e.) 

Why had I not courage enough lo tell her all ? She 

must know it ! 1 must strike the wound into her harmless 

hcart"l and then what will be the end? Lovo, nn- 

lure, and gratitude attach me lo both ^bkc Virtue! where 

is thy leading-string lo extricate me from this labyrinth ■ 



(He dhnh K ihe /s/ gf" the < ock nnd tArnas lumicl/u/. 
lEiia of i5c JTirst arr. 
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ACT ^^^^1 


LaPeitbovse Of'll ei the III/, ^ thi wl~l„s itad Uanitig m ta^^ 




he»d—hUfjii:t tur«rJ. ^M 


Mahiaia (etuers) The turtle is prepared. The hungry witt'^B 


relish il 


My boy a longing for it aiready.- Why am I 


theu so 


quite alone > Where is his sister ? Ah ! she 


has lost her friend, antl won't have much appetite. If tsthe ^J 


same w 


ilhmiitthen my friend slays out hunting above hi* ^H 


line.— 


—Yes love ! love ! Where is the man who con-^H 


verted i 


ojc lo-a new life.' (gots abtui lighii:^) Who drew ^H 


my heal 


rt H-ith impel uobity, and my soul gradually from it*. ^H 


si umbel 


' ! Who taught me to feet and lo think ! Alexis ! ^| 


Where 


are you I ^H 


Pc^r. 


(jumpitg tt/i) Here ! ^H 


Mah. 


. Up there ? What are you doing there ? ^H 


Pcyr. 


(coming dirm) I looked for the sliip. -^^^^^H 


Mah. 


. Are they coming } ^^^^^^^^ 


P^r. 


They are just entering the bay. ^^^^^| 


Ifc/f. 


^^^^^^1 


P^. 


(■milk a ilgk) Yes Malvina ! It is high tim& ^^^^^| 


Malv. 


Dinner is ready, the boy i.s hungry, J^^^^| 


P^r. 


God ! give me courage S^^^k 


Malv. 


We arc waiting for your ^^^^^^H 


P^. 


(kalfta himitlf) Sister >. 1 have no sister.. ^^^^| 


^ Mah. 


What arc you muttering .' ^^^^H 


K 


(smr^afwliy) Malvina i ^H 


■ Malv. 


You look distracted.' have you been asleep ? ^| 


m p^- 


I have dream't eight years agreeably away ! A swect'^B 


^K tvelUkiK 


own voice wakes me lo-day.— Woe on me ! My ^| 


^B duty is 


iacred lo-bolh^— yel one I must trample under my fl 


■ feet 


—Love draws me here and there equally powerful H 


^M it wiil tear ray heiitt ■ 
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Malv, I don't understand you. You appear strange, and 
that grieves me. 

/Vyr. .Good creature ! I cannot deceive you. 

Malv, Have I ever been afraid of that ? 

/Vyr. This sister 

Malv. I love her for your sake. 

Peyr, You will hate her. 

Malv, Why? 

p£yr. And hate me too 

Malv, You are not well. 

Peyr, She seeks her husband 

Mahv, The poor woman ! 

Peyr, She has found him. 

Malv, Where ? 

Peyr, She is my wife ! 

Malv, (tkrwos herself crying into his arms) Hide me ! 

Peyr, Do you love her still ? 

Malv, Silent ! silent ! hide mc, my good Alexis ! pro- 
tect me ! (She presses her head to his breast,) 

Peyr, Will you still follow me to Europe ? 

Malv. I understand you not 1 am an indocile scholar 

1 have acquired but a jJender knowledge of your lan- 
guage all what you have been saying No, it can't 

be so ! If I could but understand it right 1 am sure it is 

not so. 

P^, Dear Malvina. 
• Malv, Yes, I understand that. Oh ! it was the first word 
I learnt of you. Say it once more : Dear Malvina I 

Peyr, Dear Malvina ! 

Malv, Dear, dear friend I thank God ! now we under- 
stand each other again. I am Malvina ! your wife, is it 
not so ? 

Peyr, You are my wife. 

Malv. And that sister, with whose name you frightened 
me—— Oh ! recall the cruel jest ! 
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Pe^, I cannot. 

Mah\ How ^ You could deceive me ? My friend coaM he. 

capable of deception ? Oh ! it grieves me ! 1 must 

withdraw my confidence to whom shall I give it then ? 

I have but you ! Speak, what will you do with me ? 

(anxiously) My God ! What will become of us ? 

Peyr, I shall not leave you. 

Mah}» But she will come will bring with her many 

men from the ship carry you of[——^(screeimng) Ah ! there 
•he is ! (She tJtrmus heiself upon the beach of moss and hides hcrface^ 



SCENE IL 

Enter Adelaide eifr/ZrieKiiY. 

AdeL (to the boy) Embrace your father. 

Henry, Is this savage man my father ? 

Ptyr, My son ! (takes him in his arms) Where, and in wllat 
moment do you receive your father's tirst blessing ? 

Hetny. I am afraid of you. 

Adel, (pointing to Malvina) She knows all ? 

Peyr, All. 

AdeL (going to her) Good girl, do not hate me. 

Malv, (rises shzuly, her eyes full rf tears^ looking son'vufully at 
Adelaide) What have I done to you, that you give me so 
much pain ? 

AdeL Let us not quarrel with fate. 

Malv^ We were so happy here before you came ! 

AdeL Ah ! I never thought that my arrival would cause 
any other but tears of joy ! 

Malv, Speak ! Will you take him from me ? 

AdeL He is my husband, 

Mah, (jumping up) And mine ! Speak it loud, Alexis ! 
that she may hear it ! Those trees, those rocks have heard 
it a thousand times ! Your God wa» witness I 



N. 
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Pfy. He was. 

Mtl, Also oiir union he lias sanclionetl ' Also onr hearts 
Were linked by love, and iialure tied the knot still faster, 
llenry ! embrace your father's knees, beg him not to thrust 
away your mother. 

Hairy, (tmfninghli father} Pray, do not offend (oy mother, 
Ml no more be afraid of you. 

Malv. Is this boy her son? Oh! I have a son loo! 
Charles! Charles! Where are you. (Shtrsnaf.) 

Peyr. Break, my poor heart ! 

jIiU!. I feel your grief. God! What will be the end of 
this? 

Mah. (returru laiih Iter bey) Here boy, kneel down, beg! 
beg ! 

Charks. What shall ! beg of him ? 
, Mah. Not & leave your mother. 

'Oui)U!. He won't dw that, (careisiiig liim) Dear father, no 
you won't. 

Henry. My mother has sought you so long. 

darlcs. My mother loves you so much, 
' Hiiny. My mother hat wept so much for you. 
I Ciatles. Do but see, my mother weeps. 

'iP^r. (■nilil'folikiihaiiiiijhiilimhs shaking, nit eyes rivsed) Great 

^rmy. My brothers and sisters tend you their love, and 

g that you soon may come home. 
t Chalks, (crying) Do not leave us ! Where is your home? 
\ Mah. Far over the tea. We never shall see him again ! 
[ Charlei. Why not > he'll take us with him. 
[ Pgr. A good spirit speaks out of this child. Accompany 
r Malvina ! 

MaJv. As your wife wherever you please. 

Mel. How am I ? 

Malv. Oh it is hard lo share the friend of our heart with 
a sttajiger it was easier to jump into Ihi.' waves but 
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for ihe sake of my friend's ea»e of la'uii -f^ie tgtn 

AielaiA krr iand) let lu remain together. 

Piyr. It would be ba*encss t« deceive jou, in Eoiope yo« 
cannot be my wife. 
j\Lih. Not ? whv Dof ? 

Pep. Our Uw» 

Mah. Who gave them to your heart and mine, bat 
God of Io%-e ?— I Jaie not be your wife in Europe ? 
then should I be ? your servant ? your wife's servant ? 

AJtl. My friend 

MaJv. Do yon wish to have a frienJ abont yoa, whi 
happiness you destroyed ? You would during day behold 

tears, and at night hear my sobs ! Belter you itay w 

us ; nalurc is here the lawgiver ; here we may botli ( 
him our friend ; here I will cheerfully work (or joti, ao 
not look jealous whenyou repose yourself in'hisams. 

Pgr, Ycj, »he spoke a word of comfort. It is on I 
solitary place only that we can enjoy content ; withont | 
ing offence to any weak mind. Ambition's flame has I( 
since been extinguished in my hiea^t- The sigh), which 
oAen sent from' this rock to my native country, betrayed oa 
ly my hearl's desire, nol the love of glory. You have ar 

ed love has led you here le raj' arms what more 

I wish ? My heart is silent. Blessing to him who 

contract ail that he loves into a small circle ! Blessing to 
who from his small piece of land, looks contented at tj 
world, which became to htm as strange as the linnamefe 
that moves above his head. Here 1 have but to stretch oi 
my hand, to touch a being by whom 1 am beloved. Tl« 
let us remain, Adelaide ! Let us take possession ttl the pi 
perty which God has created for us in the midst of the s« 
Love will cultivate yonder o^ed rocks, will ornament yn 
der grot, and convert yonder gloomy woods into 

Mah. Yes, let us stay ! 
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AJel. AnJ my cliildren whom Heft behind, and my poor 
F«]d mother ! 

P^. (liglu, aad is hsi m aHlaiicialy thought.) 

Add. No Alexisj do not deceive yourself. Your shua- 

COn is dreadful. My heart feels, what you suffer but 

be a niiLn ! You must choose between us. 
Fiyr. I cannot. 

Malv. Could my iricnd leave me } How mean would be 
my thoughts if I «ouliJ believe it. I was a raw savage be- 
ing, had no idea of pain, or pleasure, but those susceptible 
to (he senses. Have you given me reason, to make me fran- 
tic ? Have you given me a heart, to pierce it ? 

Add. And rae also you have led from a convent's solitude 
to the alter of love. Alsom//;Mf( you have inspired with 
nev» feelings — also my mind joa have cultivated. What I am 
I am through j-OTi, and have been all for joa. Will you cru- 
elly destroy your work ? 

3Talv. Have we not passed so many years in quietness 
and concord / Have you ever seen in me a discontented 
countenance ? Has my conduct ever caused you pain ? Au- 
rora waked me to my cares for you : the setting sun led me 
I Jo your arms. Consider that, and choose. 
I Add, Remember the blissfiil times of our union. Havel 
tyer tormented you with whims ? Has love not eased every 
kty ? Have you, when fatigued by business, ever looked 
p vain for the smile on my countenance, which then seemed 
m be your recreation ? — Remcmljer not your vow, r«mem- 
br only our love and clioose, 
F Pffr. I cannot, 
[ Add. I have left my old feeble mother for your sake. 
Ah ! if you had seen the tears she shed at my departure. 

Malv. Have you forgot already how we stood in the ca- 
vern, and my old father called out above us : Malvina • — 
e called so lender, SO anxious, but I clotcdni; earsagaiiise 
h fiitLcr's voice. 
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Pes-r. God ! I am b»l a man ! 

Aiel. Tu f\aA you, 1 have delied Utath a llioiisand tim 
Ncillicr the danger among savage iialious, noilheroamiit 
waves, nor the diseases of foicign regions, could disatm thj 
courage of a faithful wife. 

M'llv. Inio (he furious waves I have thrown royself to » 
jou ! I have crashed mj limbs on Ihs cliffs! I hav 
from my brother's hands the dagger, which was aUeadjj 
drawn for yoor destmclion ! 

P^. No, I cannot support it any lunger. 

Md. Give me Dow the reward for my fidelity ! Ful 
what you promised me in the face of God ! 

Mah. No ! No ! Wliere is jour God ? To ras jou b 
vowed love, where is your God ? Vou have called kin JB| 

may he descend and protect me, if I am lo belier* \ 

hia justice. 

Hfory. Mother, what ails jou .' 

Charlii. Mother, I never saw you so. 

^del. There, whine at the feet of this obdurate- n 

Mah. Boy, caress \Aut father. 

AM. Choose, man ! for whom 1 sutfcfcd all. 

Mahi. Choose, you ! for whom I ventured eU, 

Ptyr. (ill lie griaiest canfiisini) Leave me ! : Desp 

knows nothing of choice !-. — Merciful God ! if you lay \ 
heavier burden upon a man than his streiiglh c 

it is a hint to throw ofl'lhe yoke of humanity h> desli^ 

the weak existence ! Even a lyger could not cast awal 

either of these women ! No tyrant could spurn Trom 1) 

feet either of these boys ! (skhscUss, ImLing nu'iUfy K 

rijil aaj hfl) I shall choose ! Vcs, I choose (reA) I 

choose death ! .(He alouu a .laggtr aiiA ii gang /o/v/i j 

I'we hii ireail — tie wamai and cliiUnn are crying — Ai&laiJe t 
MalviKa ikniv t/amstlwi into hi, arms—Clut) Irs oi,.i Hnry at ht/ 

Mnlv. (iraring ik /iiiggn /ten fc hnnd and lift/'. 
Wicked man ! Will you murdtT ua nl! wilh unp stroke i 
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& 


m ^M- 


(oirixkHily liemhlmgj Recover yourseir 


My love 


sMa\l sa 


k-e you 1 renounce joii voluntarily. 




Jl&it 


Go with lipr. I'll bring the boy to his 


grwid -father 


Ik 


now tliat >ou live and think of me. 




M'i. 


Slay ivitK her. Let me enjoy but the consolation, 


when ) 


our I'iiilJren come leaping towards me 


on our coun. 


try's si 


ore, to tall out to them : Your falh 


er lives and 


»eiids ) 


DU hij blessing 1 




Afah 


Accompany her. No sigh shall render jour de- 


parlure 


pain ful. 




McL 


Stay with her. No tear of mine shsll 


oppress you. 


Ptyr. 


Vou .are inventive in new niaoners 


of inflicting 


death— 


— you make me bleed drop by drop 


-Oh! do not 


(ear my 


hoarl any longer ! Your tenderness is 


iiore marde- 


rous Iha 


n a dagger 1 Allow rae to rccbver myself! God L 


^preserve me from madness 1 (Ht yum off.) 




H.^/w. 


Hasten after him Henry, 




■ Moh 


Follow hin. Charles. 




H A.UI. 


Caress him. 






Leap aboiil I.im. (Tl>t t^s^ oj., 

SCENE in. 
Adelaide <<i«^AULViNA. 


■ 


Malv 


My poor friend ! 


H 


AM. 


I tan no more- ^I am exhausted 


ic may be at ^M 


hU ease 




H 


Mah 


N(i, ietroedie! Ah! I revur Lni^w 


h^t love and ^M 


drittli CO 11 Id, become friends! 


^M 


Mel. 


All this misery is youc work. 


fl 


Moh 


Itisyour's. Wl.ycame you lo (kiss 


lii.iry place, ^H 


U) fnghl the silciM j-.v rrnm our ntM ? Wc wc 


re so happy ^M 


befurL- > 


ou came, an.! wuuld have remained »c 


n'illiOLit you. ^H 
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JUd, Why have jou robbed a loving wife of he? h 
band ? Young children of iheir fafher ? 

Malv. Do you love him as much as I love him f Why eli^ 
jou Biifl'er him lo leave your arm's ? Had your heart beui d 
tacbed [o him like mine, you never would have let hin o 
of sight. 

A.M. YoaTunioncommencedwith a crime against natnm 
Your falberj-ou let depart comfortless, and he is pefbapj 
now pitting away with grief. Curse, therefore, i 
, your We, ah ! a t7urs», which even falls upon me thou^ 



Malv. (wfr/iing) What have I done to you, that you »pe< 
that hard lo me } 

JIM. What you hare done to me ? ■ Had you t«n I 
child froia-n^' breast, I would hate you (ess. Yes, Utat 
you ! Whoever loves like me, soon learns to hate.— 

ment of joy^ ^deluded hope ■ — disease and grlefhwi 

overstrained my nerves, my sensibility welcome th(l| 

etrange feeling ! Deformed or beautiful, 'tis all the « 
Where love gives way, a dreadful »acnum takes plat 
welcome then deadly hatred, if you can liJl it up. 

Malv. I do not hate you [ but how can I love you 
•o happy ! You robbed me of my ail ! 

AM. Return to me my property. I will be geDeroos^fl 

will purchase the prey from the robber. There 

a diamond, brilliant stones 

Mah. Do you think me still to be a savage ' 

AM. Have compassion ! Tremble at my despair ! 
of us must give him up. 

J&/u. I« that not saying : One of usmust die'? 

AM. Then die ! yes, your dealli oniy can restore my 

Mah. j^nd so I could wish, that th«i>ave3 had swalk. 
edyoiiiip no! no! I cannot wish'lliat. 

AM. Clnliness pervades tfiy limbs!— Ah ! I si 
What i: it llial pr<'sses with siiHi fi.ry lo (i)y hcartj aodd 



LA PEYROUSE. 31 

prives me of respiration ? — Ah ! am I overcome at last by 
unused sorrows ? Is the power of love fled from me ? Wat 
it Jove onlj that protected me against the vapours of the sea, 
and the scorching sun under the line ? — Yes, my spirits are 
gone'^ — my nerves relaxed— ——every limb becomes heavy, 

and seems to belong to me no more (Jtomting to her breast y 

Here only moves a turbulent anxiety ! 

Malv, ('u)ith compassion.) Can I assist you ? 
; AdeL Leave ihe, your sight augments my pain. Go, let 
xne die without cursing you. (shivering,) Again ?-^I have 

a fever it is ^fletl- the last strength of my body, with 

the last^ope of my heart 1 can no more ! -(she throws 

herself ujion the bench of moss,) Here you may prepare my grave. 

■ ' far from my children ah ! my tongue is panting 

my palate is dry a burning fever thirst 



SCENE IV. 



\ 



Enter Henry. 
Henry, Mother, look at this beautiful fruit. I found it irt 
yonder bush. (He sfiozvs her a fruit resembling an apple,) 

Adel, Are you coming my Henry to refresh m^ ? Give it ! 

* 

give it ! (slie grasps at tJiefmit,) 

Malv, (snatching it hatiily away,) In the name of God I thi« 
fruit is poisonous. • • 

Adel, Poisonous ? 

Malv, WKodAr tastes it, is in a few minutes dead. 

Adel, And you jtell me that ? (herfren%y changes into inexpres^ ' 
sikle softness,) and you tell me that ? — (she stretches out lia' arms^ 
tries to get up^ and slides back,) Come to my heart. 

Malv, (throwing herself into her arms,) Yoii do not hate me 
any more ? 
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i in jour power — 
1 only lo be sUna — 



AW. rh«(emvs 

neeil not commit a marirr -jou li 

O gifl ! giti ! -you are more juK Ihi 

JIftfo. What aiU yott, goird woman ? 1 understand yov 

AM, I am an European, subject lo detestable, artful | 

lions — tlierefore you nndenlaud rac nol haic no i 

of what jou might have done Oh, pardon I be re< 

ctled '. Favor me with your pity. 

Mah. Thank God ! you are good again. Yes, I 
lov« you, and nurse yon, becaate you belong to najgoi 

Adeh Ke«p your friend, I renounce him. One-ODly sF 
ean make him happy, one only can through him become Im 
py. Hal the frver given new spring lo my facullit 
has your noble mind irresistibty inspired me } Three 
ces are bleeding. Fate desires bat one, — I will depart— 

volunlariiy your blessing his tears your hap 

ness what can I wish more ? 

Mslv, How? Would you then return without him to j^ 
country ? • 

AJe!. To the bosom of oar common country there 

enjoy the reward of a pure conscience. — Mjr frame is uikI 

mined ! stood on Ihe brink of death faithfii) loveh 

led me 1 follow blindly an hour sooner or Uti 

will not call me to account for it ! He that promotes dyin 
the happiness of human beings, i^e^f leaves this wuM B 

Mah. You speak so strange, it frighlens me. 

AM. One of as roust give him up — that lit, one of OS ni 
£e have you not said SO ? 

Malv. Good woman— vour wild looks your slrauj 

words— — ^what anguish stizes me > Why this trembling 
your lips ? Why this convulsion of your muscels ?-^— A(j 
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^Jel. Very siclc- ■ leave me my good child tell your 

friend that I have blessed him 1 bless you too* 

Hcmy, Dear mother 

AM, (hastily raising herse^ with a shriek) Ah! what was that? 
Yes, I bless you also my Henry ! (presses him with emotion to her 
heart) Beg this good girl henceforth to be your mother. 

Hemy, I want no other mother. 
. AdeL Promise it to me, Malvina ; this boy is your friend's 
son, take care of him as of your own. 

Malv. My God I what are you making of me ! never have 

1 felt such anguish, such affliction have I then indeed 

been guilty of a crime, that I am thus tortured in my heart. 
— There my friend ran off in despair, here a poor woman 

grieves herself to death is all this the work of my love ? 

perhaps of a blameable love ? It is true that a curse rests 

upon our union, the curse of my old father I— I tremblo 
— r-a cold sweat covers my forehead. Are these the feel- 
ings of a sinner ? — Forgive me, God ! I had no conception 
of sin. — Who will console me ? who will tell poot me what 
I have to do ? — I will praj^ — God sends assistance when 
we are in need ; so taught me my friend. I will go and pray* 

(Goes off melancholy.) 

Add, Go Henry, seek your father. 
Htmy. Motlfpf) I will stay with you. 
Adel, Go, k«ve me alone. (Henry oheys.) - 
Adt^ Henry, are yoi^oing ? 
Jbify" i ou commanded me. 

Ad€L (struggling with herself.) Yes, I command you. Away ! 
hasten \ (Hemy going,) 
Add, (with maternal anxiety,) Henry ! Henry ! 
JHemy. (returning,) You call me ? ' 
t Adel, (takes him weefing into her arms,)^Loye your father- 
remember your mother-* away ! away. 

(She shoves him/hm her,) 
Hemy, (going off,) I'll bring rayfather to you. 

E 



Wl PEYROlTSE, 
SCENE V. 



BcUcr m^rclutilary sacrifice, Ihan grief s slow dcalh of a!!, j 
in saw him suiiounded by eneraiea, I would throw injai 
between their iwords lo save him. Pespair is the most (a 
mid able enemy ! It gnaws the body, and deadens the sa 

(ajtoKic.) This good girl v%tts happy without n» 

and so was La Peytonse. He thought of mc bat with M 
row, 31 if we had been separated by death. My arrll 
was lo hiui Lhc appearance ofa ipiril ; though the fCFrm at 

cnce beloved person, jet still a spirit. (a /lat 

girl is young and handsome my blooming time is p&sl- 

nm no more bcauti/ied by my ttars gratitude will altK 

him to me every tic 'm oppressive to love which is not of 

fccled by ifa own power. — 1 shall not make him any i 
proache* ; but he will expect them, and avoid me. My I 
fccling mothtr will torment him with complaints ; hxtA i 
the innocent cause, he will hate.— He hate me ? No, t 
but can we love the person w^Se presence oppressei i 
Courage, Adelaide ! as far as your eye-sight renches^ I 

horizon is obscure. Drop the curtain but doit si 

dolt now in thismoment whilst this attraction strains yo 

nerves whilst thii fire expands your veiu)^ — who ci 

Kure me, that in a few hours tlie love of life will not re* 
away every future grief? I then would have toendrijr 

cup drop by dop better pour it down at 

Well then ! (ih r'ufs hastily, and pkkmji tke fruit wliich il 
lirvuM atuay.} How soon is such a fruit eal Up. It ' 

quench m J feverish thirst forget, what nrore it wil 

fecf. (looking at th Jruil.) How beautiful, how allui 
poor human beings 1 in how many deiighlfui forms dt 
Jurks for you. — Thanks lo you, chance, for this last ftfv 
No dagger makes me shrink j no nauseous poison eXC 
dUgust. — Who could be affaid of Ihis apple ? 
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SCENE VI. 
La Peyrouse (ajijiears^ in the mojnent (f Ackkude^s fiut ting the 

afjile to lier month,) 

Peyr, (anxious,) Our Hcnry^told me jou are ill. — (he s/iies 
. the fruit,) What have you there ? For God's sake ! tiirovv 
this fruit from you, ii is poisonous. 

Meh I know it. 

P^\ You know it ? and yet 

Adel. I wish you to be at rest. 

Teyr, (takes lia- hand.) My wife, you are sick. A disor- 
dered fancy only could make you familiar with so horrible 
an intention. Give it to me ! (lie gently forces the fmit Qut of Iter 
hand^ and throivs it away.) 

AdtL I cannot struggle with you. It is easy for you to 
take this apple from me; but can you also root the bud of 
death out of my heart ? 

Pcyr. If you love me no more, remember at least your 
children — your poor old mother. 

AdeL To you I intendec^) give the last token of my love. 
Have I not already devotea myself to death, when I went 
on board, to share all dangers of the circumnavigator ? I 
was ready to die for the distant hope, to find you. I have 
found you, have pressed you to my heart, have brought to 

you the pledge of our love. I begged much of God God 

has granted me much and now I should shrink from death, 

which would be a benefit to you ! I ran the risk of death 
for a mere hope, and should not die for your eSise of mind ? 

Peyr, Your inclination to noble enthusiasfn leads you 
astray ; your burning imagination throws a wrong light on 
the surrounding objects. You think this terrible sacrifice 
necessary, because you have the courage to make it. He 
that feels within him strength for heroic action creates dan- 
gers himself. Must you throw yourself into the abyss as long 
^ as there is a bush remaining by which yoU can support your- 
'self? ■" 

AiliL Where grows that bush } Where I 
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Peyr. Palleiice, hope, fortitude! Woe on the man 

whoie fancy converts Diesc oak trees into brush wood ! 

AfewhoLirs scarcclj- have tlapsed ; we are jet driven about 
by the first storm of our passions j how tan a drunken pan 
pass a rapid stream on a %mall piece of hoard f Let him be- 
come sober, the soul like the body, finds at last its equipoise 
again. And if patience, courage, and hope leave us, ihea 
still lemains a hold— — Religion ! Confidence iit God ! 

jiJel. (laiiitgier e^'fi) Confidence in God ! 

Pfyr. 1 do not request a miracle. I do not desire of God 
to send an angel ; but one man, cool and unconcerned, who 

c»B dini for three patients. Oh! I know what in cur 

passion's storm, one reflecting man can do. 



SCENE VII. 
Emti Charles and Henry. 
Charlei. Father,' another 5tiu|e mao —— 
Htnty. Mother, uncle has arrived. 
AJel. My brother. 

Feyr. God 1 jou have sent an angel ! ^Whwe ? Where 

ishef 



SCENE VIII. 
£K/«r CtAiaviLLB aai/MALViKA. 
Fe)ir. (lyKu'mg himself mlo his arms) My brother ! 
Clair. Hail you, from the empire of the dead! ! Havewe 
at last found the enthusiast ? (he shakes iamls with him} .Well 
' tiiter, you are on good terms with heaven, forithas dsnes 
wonder for you. 
Adel. Ah ! , 

Clair. Sti]I an ah ? Is this a proper signal for people wfco 
cail into poit } Vou all look dejected. You are unfit tft set 
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for a painterVWho wants to draw a picture of a joyous meet- 
ing. You want to explain ? ^But hark ! I^know all I 

(to Peyrouse) Here I bring you a girl, who out of love for you 
had a great mind to be guilty of a stupid trick. I overheard 
her prayers. She addressod the Deity in my mother tongue. 
My surprise prompted me to listen she prayed for cou- 
rage to die. 

Peyr, (terrified) Malvina ! 

Malv. Pardon me, my friend, I prayed and suddenly 

a ray touched my heart die Malvina ! then all become 

xeJieved ! Methought it was the Voice of God. 

Clair, Women ! Women ! Why do you always take the 
voice of your passions for that of God, and are ever ready to 
cut down the stem, wnen only a caterpillar creeps upon a 
leaf. In short, this brown locked damsel has discovered to 
me the whole island, and, with your leave, I arji charmed 
to find It as it is, for it fits my plan. 

AdeL It charms you ? 

Peyr, What plan ? ^ 

Clair, Pardon the vain expression. If the swallow could 
speak^ it would assert too, that it builds its nest abcocding 
to a deep meditated plan. Necessity teaches the beaver to 
build huts, and man to meditate. Bitter neeettity has cre- 
ated my plan. — r-Yet, before I proceed, brother, answer 
me one question : Have these women equal pretensions on 

Peyr, Equal. 

Clair, You love them both ? 
Peyi', Both. 

Clair, Will you cast my sister from you ? 
Peyr, No. 

Clair, Will you leave Malvina } 
Peyr, No. 

Clah\ Well then, sister, let me tell you what happened to 
me during the few days of our separation. An English cap- 



* 
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tain, who was conreying petty thieves to Botany Bay and left 
the great ones in Europe, has communicated -to us stranger 
things. We no more have a country. Anarchy has swallow^ 
ed it up. The rich arc become beggars, and we-^^ — ^we 
have been rich too. p 

Peyr. And therefore are also become beggars. 

Clair, Health, strength, industry, and a piece of land, 
warmed by the sun, and wetted by the rain-*— I think 
we are slrill rich. 

Peyt', Do I understand you ? Where are my children ? 

jidel. And our mother ? 

Ciair, Your children are alive, and our mother (^^) 

is very well. 

^dtl. You make a stop ! Your countenance grows gloomy! 
You frighten me ! Where, where is our mother ? 

Clair, p- She is here. 

Mel, and Peyr. Here ? 

Clair, (raising his eyes with emotion) Yes, she is here ! — ; 

A mother's love does not go into tjae grave. 

Adel. (iveejiing) Ah ! she is dead I 

Clair, She has departed, like us, to another part of the 
world. She has left us nothing but her compass, virtue. 
Sister, let, us take possession of the valuable inheritance. 
Confiden<?e in God rewards the honest, even in a dungeon. 

Look around jou ! Is this island a dungeon ? A blossom 

invites you here, a fine fruit there. Here grows the bread- 
tree for our hunger, there spouts a spring for t)ur thirst. 
Here is a verdant grove for pure love. 

Adel, (with grief) My good mother ! 

Clair, In coming up I made some fugitive remarks ; the 
ground is good ; tiic fruits prosper ; wood in abundance ; a 
little industry, and nature will distribute her treasures. 

Peyr, I do not understand you quite. 

Clair, How ? you understand me not ? Are you still long- 
ing for your degenerated country ? Will you swim there 
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with the stream of blood, or fruitless work against it ? Yoa 
have seen so much of the world, and know not yet the va- 
lue of repose ? — I know it. They may promise me golden 
mountains, and I will rather flee to the naked sunjmit of 
Caucasus, than take part in a- revolution ; which, though it 
may be just, spreads death and discord, that posterity may 
earn a liberty, which is covered with the corps of their pa- 
rents. Yes, I am an Egotist. 1 live, and will enjoy my 
life ; without rest there is no enjoyment. — My flag is alrea« 
dy hoisted ; to-mprrow I'll set sail for England, whither my 
wife with your and my children have fled. I'll take them all 
on board ; will freiglU my ship with all what here is neces- 
sary : masons, carpenters, utensils and farming tools 
surely, I shall find honest people enough, who will accom*- 
pany me to ihe small country of quietude. There are poor 
exiles without number, who wander about without a roof to 
shelter them. Till my return, I will leave you all I can spare 
for your accommodation. If the winds and weather permit, I 
shall soon return ; we then lay the foundation of a colony, 
as the Greeks did after their flight from Egypt ; and who 
knows, whether our names are not as renowned after a few 
thousand years, as tfiose of Inachus and Cecrops. 

Malv, (caressing him.) Good man ! I do not understand all 
you say ; but this I understand, that we shall stay here to* 
gether, is it not so ? 

Peyr, Brother you possess an excellent gift, to unite cool 
reasoning with warm imagination. I agree to your plan 
with cxtacy, and if Adelaide 

MeL Ah brother ! 

Clair, Well sister ? do you wish to become a widow, and 
lead in Europe your orphans from door to door oppressed by 
poverty ? Shall Peyrouse accompany you, to meet death in 
his native land, or to expose himself to want and misery 
in a foreign country ? — Here dwells security ; here reigns 
abundance ; here love iind quietude await us. 



* 
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AMTIS PERiOS£ 



Sir H"co "^ WulfingeD, a knight of tke hdy 

Sat Tbsoba(i> ofWulfingen, « kai^hf^Ahe hafy , 
agm^jtihe Ptmoranians, and f^tnddls :—/on o^SirHui 

A»BtAini, Kift of SW TutOBALD. 
WlLIBA&S. 1 r ra- f ^ «. 

BsitT*AH, «» pM tear. : ' '■ jk 

CraiLLDt, an aiitt^tte Premoiflranlu, 
i^itTtvotftUifcftheHtatkatnit. 
A Monk. 




SquiFCi, Followm, tfc. 0£. 



ADELAIDE OF WULFINGEN. 



ACT L 



The ftage rtprtJtnU an open place in a Heathen Village, In the 
back ground is an Idol overturned, and near it on an eminence, a. 
crofs ireBed, The Idol is naked, and has a kon*s face. On 
its breaft it bears a builds head, in its right hand a club or 
hattU»axe. and on its head a bitd like a goo/e. On both jides 
are the remains of dweUings—fome plundered and burnings others 
JiiU Jmoakingy and half demoUJhed* 

Sir Theobald of Wulfingen and his Squire, making 

their way over the ruins. 

Theobald 



E 



{Returns his szvord into the SQabbard^^nd throws 
himself breathless upon a hill^.) 



iNOUGH ! Enough of toils and carnage ! Sound my 
liciald ! Sound a retreat to yon merciless mob ! I com- 
manded you to fight, and ye have murdered. I pointed 
your swords against the breasts of men in arms, and ye 

have plunged them into the hearts ot sucking babes. 

Oh God, whose all-seeing eye has brooded with an awful 
gloom over the horrors of last night, here do I stand be- 
fore the rising sun, the image of thy Majesty : — Here do 
I stand, and with self-acquitting conscience swear, that 

Sacred to me have ever been the duties of my order. 

Blood has stained this sword, yet may every drop which 
has issued from the breast of a woman or a child, fall on 
my soul in liquid fire ! Ah ! what distant cries of anguish 
strike my ear I the shrieks oi womqn I the screams oWR- 
fants ! — --Awav, Bcvys ! I too have a wife, I too have 
children. Away, Bevys ! thunder Co the cowardsi to 
cease the carnage of defenceless people, suid let thy mace 
fell to the earth him who dares to disobey. ,^//2<f Squire 
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gees) Oh! suffering Redeemer! There, amidst the car- 
cases of the vanquished, have they fixed th> cross, -The 
blood of the slain still trickles down the hill. True, *tis 
but the blood of the heathens, yet surely the blood of 
men. And can these siroaking ruins be an acceptable 
sacrifice inihy sight ? My heart expands. An irresistible 
voice calls loudly to me : ** They were all thy brethren." 

A Child with tattered cloaths and dishevelled hair ^ is 

running affrighted past* 

Chi, My mother ! where's my mother ? 

The. [Starts) Boy ! who is*t thou seek'st? . 

Chi. [Crying) My mother ! my mother! 

The, Heavens ! 

Chi, Oh! they've killed my father and my little sister. 
My youngest brother lies yonder bleeding to death. 
Where's my mother ! Where's my mother! 

The. Come to my arms, poor wretch ! 

Chi. There stood our hut ; all is gone. Oh ! how it 
burns! Our little garden is covered with ashes. Where 
can 1 go ? — Mother ! Mother ! fRuns away, and is still 
heard at a dismnce, calling in a tone of distress J or its 
mother,) 

The. Hoo ! Howl shudder through my whole frame ! 
How my bristling hair raises the helmet from my head ! — 
Boy ! Boy ! cease thy cries. Thou criest the courage 
from my heart. — What is this courage ? Boldness to en- 
counter, or patience to endure? Perhaps both, and here 
both forsake me ! Oli ! what then is coura^^e, if a whining 
child can thus unnerve a hero's arm? My knees totter 
when I catch a fading eye, and the groans of the dying 
make a very woman of me. *Tis well the battle is over. 
I could not fight now. 

The Squire returns, 

'^qu. All is silence. The streets arc covered with car- 
cases of men, women and ciiildren. 1'lie honor of the 
Almighty is avenged. — The sanctuaries of the idols are 
demolished. The holy cross is seen on every side. But 
few heathens have escaped, some hundreds, with the chief 
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of their tribe, are our prisoners. Our band returns 
triumphant and laden with rich booty. 

The. Booty didst thou call it ? Call it pillage — pillage 
which 1 do not wish to share. 

Squ, Not far from the village too, I found ti.e monk, 
who accompanied us upon our expedition. I could not 
but iaugh at the good man. In the heat of the battle he . 
had climbed the highest oak, and was slily peeping 
throilgh the branches. 1 told him that the danger' wafi a'l 
over. Instantly he descende<i from his covert, and is 
following close at my heels. 

The, Fierce as a boy to blow the blaze, and fearful as 
a boy to «kuik into a corner when it spreads afound, has 
ever been their ^ay. How strange are my sensations ! 
An invisible hand tears away the cloud of aitifice, and 
truth already dawns in ^e horizon. Would I we.e at 
home with the partner orirly soul ! 

The Monk enter s.^ 

Monk, Praise be unto God ! hail noble knight ! the 
Loru v\'.4S with your sword. Fallen aAthe proud hea- 
tijens, and demolished their abominable id^rU. My eye 
is niv>js.cifed wiih a pious tear — a tear of heavenly joy. 
When 1 behold the emblem of the holy cross, ercciefl by 
your valiant arm. 

The, Give me then your testimony, thc»r I h^vehonor- 
abiy tuihiied my vow — You well kllo^v^ how your Ab- 
bot, by tiie pious zeal, which flowe.! frum his lips, by 
papal bui.s, !)y absolution, and promises o\ blesiiing, per- 
suaded ine to this excursion. Give me your testimony 
ill his presence, that I have fulfilled the word of a knight. 

Monk, Tnat will I — I will relate lo him what miracles 
of valor you performed in our holy cau^vr before my eyes. 

The. [in a tone of derision) Pardon me, good father, ! 
'Twas beneath your eyes. 

Monk. And he shall double your ahsol'.itijn, sliaJi ex- 
tend It to your children, and bless you iniough attiousand 
generations. 

The. 'Th ^/fQ\\. Then I shall be blest enough. Now 
with the hand of a knight, take the irrev(>»'able oath, that 
as long as this arm can wicli a swoid » rhncc, it never 
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shall again contend for the church, or for God, Ji you 
call it. 

Monk, Sir knight, sir knight, you forget yoursel .. 

The, I do not — little as I ever shall be able to forget 
the scenes of horror, which last night I witnessed. I 
hold you at your word. Did you not give yoi:r testi- 
mony that I had fuifilled my vow ? Have not I, have not 
my ancestors yet done enough ? Have you forgotten, 
that for three and twenty years, I have been fatherless ?— 
that Hugo of Wulfingen went to the holy land against 
the Snracens, and there probably found his grave ? 

Monk. A blessed martvr, ii his blood flowed for the 
glory of God. 

The, And yet my tears, and the tears of my motheft 
flowed for him. 

Monk. Pearls in the crown of the just. 

7/'ic. Fine woid'^ you have at cbmraand, good father. 

Monk. The words of the church's servant : his testi- 
mony and his hlcLsiJig, bear the soul aloft, as upon the 
beams of light, to heavenly bhss. Shielded by them, no 
angel will obstruct your way. But if your choleric valor 
canii(»t brook eD«ty words — 'tis well, sir knight, to you 
belong deeds. Siisc ! Fight for the honor of your God! 
Is your army already weary ? Is your sword already gor- 
ged ? Behold, all the tribes which dwell upon the coast, 
are K)st in careless indolence, and where perchance oue 
fn-ntive escaped your arm, he has poured dismay and ter- 
ror into every trembling heart. Arise ! rally your fol- 
lou'crs ! away to Ircsh \iciories ! 

The, Spare your lungs, good fatiier, I al>ide by my 
Ovtth. Ot what avail can these base conquests be to God, 
to you, my country, or myself P God needs no champi- 
on — I could once have reckoned among my followers 
many a valiant warrior, to wield the swoid or battle axe^ 
What are they now ? Robbers, who spare neither age nor 
sex, and then cast lots for plunder. 

A Follower c/Sir Theobald enters, 

FoL Sir Knight, v/e are conducting to your presence 
the chief of the tribe which we have conquered — Here is 
his banner, {presents a long staffs on the point oj which. 
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U fixed the imagi of a bear^ or any other wild beast,) A 
proud and stubborn man. 

MonL Has he blasphemed ? 

Pol, Not so, he speaks but little, yet each word is a 
command. His impressive tone, his hoary locks, and hii 
dignified mien, constrain the most stubborn to submis- 
sion. He comes. 

Ml ST I vol enters, guarded and in chains. 

Mis, Whither will you lead me ? Why do you drag 
me over the bodies of my brethren, and the smoking ruins 
of my former dwellings ? Is it not alike to you where I 
die ? Slay mc, Til go no further. 

Gua. Bend thy knee before that cross. 
Mis. Never ! 

Monk, How ! Barest thou insult our God? 
Mis, Never did I insult your God, nor shguld I, had I 
been your conqueror. Never did I bend my knee be- 
fore your God, nor will I, though I am your slave. 

Monk. Hear, sir knight, he attacks the honor of God. 
At the foot of the holy cross, let his J^ood, drop by 

drop ^9 

The, Reverend father, I heard no attack, (half aside) 
Old man, 1 venerate thy pride. , 

Monk. Sir knight, I command you, in the name of 

'God 

Mis. Is this your knight ? Is this he, who like a das- 
tard, falls when it is dark, on a defenceless tribe P Is this 
your knight ? Is this he, who only draws his sword to 
plunge it in the hearts of infants ? 

The, (grasping his sword) Man! But thy chains pro- 
tect thee. 

Mis. Why hesitate ? 'tis but one murder more. Or 
doist thou think it a less honorable deed to butcher an in- 
firm old man, than a poor helpless babe ? 
The. Rude man, thou dost mistake me. 
Mis, Oh! I know thee well. The groans of the dy- 
ing too plainly tell me who thou art. How they all stand 
staring at me ! Some with scorn, others with compassion. 
Scorn I can return : Compassion hurts me. 

2 he. Take olThis chains and leave us. (guards obey,) 
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MiS' J know nor, knight, Is trii^ beiitrvjiencr ? Have 
V"u iKiisriJ meof mv fcrtfrs that I niav die at iib-^iiv ? — 
T; f*n li'*'"* mv thanks Oris it mockcrv ? Win thou 
ni«jNP rr.e ftrtl, that, even when free from chains, my arm 
c :ii do I'Jino!^. Then Wvic be on thy head! T!ie first 
fiic-hranrl which I sieze, shall hurl thee to dcstiuc::on. 

TA'. I niean: t'»dive inio thy soul. I hinged :■: ccn- 
vcrsL- cf.'^liv ^'.'ith tiiee. I wanted t«> find m.ans t:» ca.m 
thv hMJiiMii blood. For this I took away thv c:>aini. 

Mil. Coi»]!y ! — Art thou mad ? 1 had seven soni— 

tricv are all faiien. I had three daughters- thy villains 

hnve defiled and murdered them. I had a wife — a wife, 

wiio for forty years hid shared my joys and sorrows 

tlicrc sl'C lies, '.vcltcring in her bio<»d — Coolly f Coolly ! 
I was chief of ihis tribe, revered a!id loved. Young and 
old as^t'inhlcd icuid me on festival*:, diul called me fa- 
iWw )L\'v:n id'.: night, 1 stood in the circieof my friends, 
and hailed the sa:ir?g sun. To-day 1 stand alone — bereh 
i.i children — bcr^'ft of wife — Coolly ! Coolly? I hada 
peaceful dwelling, fertile fields, andthriviug flocks. My 
Jiuiise is now a heap of ruins, my fields are all laid waste, 
niv flocks arc ^Citing for their shepb.erd. 

The, (extrmei\ a}ritatedj Hold ! 

Mis. '.obserxes him closth\and ajttr a pause) Young 
iTjriii ! thy outward tasliion seems assumed, perhaps im- 
posed. Wiiat hdd I done to thee ? We had never seen 
eai h other. I had never injured thee. Why didst thoa 
fall on me and mine, when we had lost all our cares in 
iieep ? Hast thoii too children ^ Hast th(iU too a heart? 
Thkobold is abashed and siUnt. 

Monk. We took arms by connnandof our God, to erect 
his holv cross among the heathen, to conduct the blind in- 
to the path (.f ii^^hi, to convert wolves into lambs, and 
unite them to th(! iiock of the Lord. 

Mis* Then shouirl ycju have approached our lonely 
l:uts, with the palm of peace in your hands, and the honey 
of persuasion on vt/ur lips. Then should ye have prcach- 
cd tlic word of tniLJi, and sent conviction to our hearts. 
Had ye done this, perhaps we had willingly followed 
your instructions. 

Mont. D J^c thou not acknowledge, then, oui God's 
cmnipotenCc, and your idol's nothingness ? Behold ! — ■ 
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Inhere in the dust it lies ; the holy cross is reared on 
high. 

Mis. Shallow boaster ! Mortal hands have formed 
yon image ; Mortal hands have formed this cross. ■ ■ 
Mortal arms have levelled that with the earth, and plant- 
ed this upon the hilh Why talk of thy God and of our 
God ? We have but one God. And must the blood of 
hundreds then be shed, because one chuses a cross, ano- 
ther a lion's face, as the symbol of the Invisible ? 

Monk, riear, sir knight, he blasphemes. 

The. Peace, Monk, revere his age. 

Monk. If thy heart pay less regard to God's honor than 
to his, 'tis well. Think then, at least of all the dread- 
ful ravages, which for a long train oT~ years, have been 
committed on our lands by these rude barbarians, ever 
since Henry the Lion, and Bernard of Ascania, were no 
more. Think of the poor christians, who have been for- 
ced by them to bear the galling yoke of slavery. Think 
bf the wives and children whom they have made widows 
and orphans. 

Mis, Thou liest. Never has ihy little tribe, since I 
have governed it, advanced beyond its p^^eiul limits— 
Thou liest. Never have my subjec^Pgained sub- 
sistence by plundering their fellow creatuiTS. Thou liest. 
Kevcr have christians languished in our dungeons. I my- 
self possessed but one. He was old, and more my friend 
than slave. Nor did I either force or betray him hither. 
I bought him of my neighbors. 

Monk, A christian ! Merciful God 1 Where is he ? 
Whither has this sheep strayed ? Has it not heard the 
voice of the shepherd ? 

TAe. [WTio^ throughout this scene^ has appeared to 
have been deeply immersed in thought^ now approaches the 
old man with exalted^ yet tithorouSy mien^ and offers his 
hand) Can'st thou forgive me ? 

Mis. (Throwing back his handj Never! Thou hast 
robbed me of all, and were I now to forgive thee, thou 

would'st fill up the measure of thy cruelty ^thou 

would'st gra^t me life. 

The. But if I repair all that I am able to repair ; if I 
replace thee in thy rights, collect thy scattered subjects 

B 



1* AH|jXj%IB^ CE WflLUHOI^^^ 

ifanL Aaigr^ement with alM;ii|b»! 4^mLW«nft. 
Christ and ^eluil f Yoo promised tp Mve al) t|i^ jfpfitdJ?!! 
s^e4* Yov^ promiMid to return the costty hpoty^ ^M>^ 




Wiiere thqn, are.all your soigbty pla^ ?t-,-rrYiwi, , 

cloche <w altar. Yov wquld nyelt tlwf inipjpi^ qffi9im;iit% 
of all iheir i4q|a into gol^f P cMjcci* «l¥fff 9ffijMfPt. m%-. 
ges of lainti 1 1 m * ^ 

Tkt. I un^erttwd yqu,^ r^^r^^iA fe^* 1%^ Vmflr 
shall be yalu^ ^ the loi^ mad^ g9pd. frqift. py, q^a 
projpertv. 

Aft^ffiL Sir kifigh^ I thank you in the 9hi««:¥«i4milAi 
hut 

TJU* Not another But* lest I repi^t, that the cross ink' 
qn my raamle, was rctceived (rom the ha|i4>. pf yoiijr.^ 
'1^ But yest^d^y my aeal began t;p cqojj miy r^UJl^lot^ 
Vfifvered* 

MonJk. To cpot-apd ypivej^, I Yp». <!«• f» ^^fcmAt*. 
how busy Sata n >, 



Tibr. SaUn had nplhisig todp ifitl]|sl» gpo4. fitf^hlRr^ 
Moni. How so, sir kniriit^ hoiK ip 1 1|y whaft iffCttMi ?• 
7)&«. By what means ! Why should I ht. ashanied of 

the confessiou jpl^y the tears of my wife. i4y Adelaide 

Jpzed at me wiK^ such anxiety, foil owed me so mfurn-' 
ully through every passage, heaved such deep sighs from 
her bosom — and when the servant entDered with naky arinour^. 
she burst into a flood oftears-^but when I braced on ipy/ 
corselet^ sorrow quite overwhelmed her-r— sr — sh^ threwr 
her arms around my neck— : — ; 

MonA, Sir knight^ can you be turn?4 fa^id^l by the, tpy^ 
ii|g of a woman ? 

The. No, good father. I know my Adelaide. 'Tis 
true I raised her from the bumble cpuage, to make 
herthe companion of my life ; but in her vein^s flaw^ ai^ 
noble blood, as if her ancestors had been a race of heroes 
—Never has one thought, unworthy of her present, rank, 
reminded me of what she was. How often, when I have 
been summoned to the field, h^ she, with her own bi^ids 
buckled on my harness, and with a ^he^fuj njien gone 
with me to the cattle gajte ! But yesterday, unaccpui^ 
bl? presages seemed, to labour in her brej^^t. |ie|r parting 
kiss was bathed in tears, and With a voice ^^ hiS^^fm 
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sorrow, she bade me to spare the unfortuns^ie, tjvit most 
tQ regard myself. 

Monk- To sp^re! Truly she was mighty generous. 
Are not these the very heathens, who, some eight yearj 
ago, in one of their excursions, dragged her fajther iiuo 
hooidage ? 

,lhjc. True, and Adelaide ha^ mourned his loss, but not 
by renouncing her humanity. The meau sQosauoa of 
revenge is foreign to her. 

A FoLiOW^R of Sir TH^OJiVAtp ^yi^r^ ztfith 

6£RTRAM. 

FoL Sir knight, this is th^ christian slave s^icnt by Mis< 
tivoi. 

Th^. Come nearer. How iong bast thou be:^n a pri* 
%oner ? 

B^r. Eight years. No-^hut five years. The three. 
Fast, spent in Mustiyoi*s. hut, have nojt been, years ol; 
slavery. , 

The. From what part of our country cwn*st thou, tha^ 
I may return thee to thy master ?• 

Ber. I am a boor in the demesnes of ^/Hblfingcn. Mjir 
q^aster is Sir Hugo of Wulfingen. — r 

The, Whose son now stands before thee. 

Ber, Then you must be Sir Theobald^ Heaverj bless 
you, noble sir ! 

The. Thy name? 

Btr. Bertram. 

The. (Star is J Bertram ! Heavens! Had'stj tljou 4 
daughter ? 

Ber. (Alarmed) A daughter I-^Nor^Yes-r^w • 

The. Is Adelaide thy child ? 

Ber. [Extremely agitated) Adelaide!-^ Yes*— That is 
my daughter's name. Is she alive ? 

The. (Clasps him in his arn^)> Adelaide is roy wife I 

Ber. (Cries aloud) Your wife ! 

The. My good, my much loved wife ! . 

JBer. God of heaven ! How is that possible ? 

The. To virtue, and to beauty all is possible. I* Qne 
day found her at a well. *Twas not long after the hca- 
them liad carried thee pff. She was weeping. I asked 
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her the reason of her grief. ** I am an orphan," answer* 
ed she, *' ere I could lisp, I lost my mother; and but a 
** few days since, the Vandals robbed me of my father." 
Her words, her tears, sunk deep into my heart. I went 
—and I returned. I saw her oft, yet never saw her 

enough. My uncle had fixed upon a lady of high 

birth to be my wife — but all in vam ! Already was 1 
bound in the soft chains of love. I laughed at ancestry 
and richer. I led my Adelaide to the altar.— ^—.Thanks 
be to heaven, I never, for a moment, have repented such a 
choice ! Come, old man, thou shale be a witness of our 
happiness. Thou shalt see grandchildren. 

Ber, ( Always alarmed) Grandchildren! 

The, Two sweet lads, if I be not blinded by a father's 
fondness. But why dost thou thus tremble ? Why dost 
thou thus wildly roll thy eyes around ? Has the yoke of 
bondage made thy hpart insensible of joy ? Or how ? Dost 
thou think thou shalt be less my father, because blind 
fate has made thy son-in-law a knight, and thee a boor ? 
— Fear it not. Thou art the father of my wife. I will 
revere thee. Mv children will revere thee. Thou shalt 
pass the remainder of thy days in undisturbed tranquil- 
lity. '^ 

Ber. I thank you, sir knight. AUow^ me another 
question. 

The, Call me son. 

Bsr, Is your father yet returned from Palestine ? 

The, Alas ! N). Why dost thou dash this wormwood 
in my cup of joy ? For twenty years I have had no ac- 
count of him. Doubtless he fell a sacrifice to the fury 
of the infidels, with many another knight, who went into 
the holy land. — Thousands of tears have I shed for him, 
as a child, on the lap of my mother ; as a youth, on the 
grave ot my mother ; and as a man, on the bosom of thy 

daughter. Let us quit th« subject. Be the rest of this 

iday dedicated to joy I Heavens ! What a full measure of 
delight awaits my Adelaide ! How much was she deceiv- 
ed by all her frightful omens ! I go to sound an immediate 
retreat. Held thyself in readiness. In a few minutes 

\ve bend homeward. 

\Groes with the Monk. 
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• Ben What have I heard ? Wretch that I am ! Shall 

rthen be reconducted to my brethern, only to plunge an 
affectionate couple into irrevocable miserj' ? Has God 
prolonged my days, only to involve me in a contest the 
most horrible, between,religion aud humanity ? WHth a 
single word, I crush four innocent fellow-creatures, drive 
them into wretchedness, and bring down the ban upon their 
heads. — No. — I will be ^lent. Til tear my tongue from 

my mouth. Adelaide ! My dear good Adelaide ! — 

Oh ! Why was I not allowed to die here in peace ? [The 
sound of a trumpet is heard at a distance) The signal of 
retreat I But 'ere I go, another tear upon the neck of ge- 
nerous Mistivoi. Would it were the last that I am doom- 
ed to shed on earth ! 

\_Staggers over the ruins^ leaning on his stick. 



SCENE. 

A Room in the Caftle of Wulfingen. 

The fat Abbot Cyrillus enters and looks round. 

Cyr. Not a mortal to be seen. For ever locked in her 
chamber, for ever kneeling to her crucifix, or among her 
maids with loom and spindle, or instructing her two boys ! 
— *Is this virtue, or is it her humour ? Perhaps both. 
Perhaps too, neither. The title of noble lady has in- 
flamed the daughter ofaboor* She has somewhere heard 
of such a word as honor, a glittering toy, of which she 
shortly will be tired. Could 1 but arrive so far as to dis- 
cover that the language of my eyes was no longer unin- 
telligible, that when 1 gazed at her with melting tender- 
ness, she no longer looked at me with such — how shall I 

express it — such stupidity, such apathy could Tarrive 

so far as tv see her eyes past upon the earth, when in my 
presence, then — my game were won. If the knight allow 
me but sufficient time, if father Benjamin will but obey 
my orders in kindling hi^ breast with enthusiasm, in drag- 
ging him from one nation to another, from one contest to 
aiK)ther, in holding Heaven before his eyes^ whenever his 
zeal flags— and if, in spite of all his intrepidity > some 



hicky lieathen spear at Itst should rearh his hekrt-i-^tiEa ( 
What a golden opportunity ! To console the moui-nii^ 
widow ! To creep into her heart beneath the taask o^ fdtf ! 
-But hold ! Who cotcveft f I ^eA almost too loud* 

■ 

WiLiBALD andOttouKti ht>pinttikt ronfm. 



God bleftsyou»fat)ierablKit! « % 

On. God bless you. 

Ofr. I thank you, children. Wbcit is ytSfot dMHh^f 

JtiA 1 don't know. 

On. [Constquentially) ' But I do^ 

Cvr. Well, let iis hekr then, my Kttte fellow. 

OU. But what will you give me, if 1 tell voU ? ■ ^ 

Cyr. Are yon so covetous ? Will yoU aO nothing un» 
less paid for it ? 

Oii. O yes, to poor people*. But my father says ym 
are rich, and have more than /oil want. 

Cyr. Does hA say so ? It seems then, I must bribe you* 

Wil. Bribe! Fie, brother! 

Oti. How can I help it, if he calls it so 7 

Cyr, Look, Ottomar ! what a pretty picture 1 ' 

uU. (Grasfs eagerly at it) Who is that man, with a 
great key ? 

Cyr. Saint Peter. 

Otl. What can he do with that key ? 

Cyr. He can open the gates of Heaven^ Now, tell 
me where your mother is. 

Wil. You've taken a bribe. Now you nlust telL 

Ott. No.-— There father abbots take your picture back* 
My mother is gone to the village, to draw water ffoitt th^ 
well. 

Cyr. She herself! Could she not send arty of her ser^ 
vants ? Are there not springs close to the castle gate ? Yod 
must be lying, boy. 

Ott. Do you know what I did lately, when great Bevys^ 
my father's squire, told me I lied ? 

Cyr. Well ? 

Ott, I struck him on the face. 

Cyr. And what did great Bevys do ? 

Ott. He ran t6 my father and told him. But my ia^ 
ther was not angry. {^Runs ^wny. 
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Wil. And my father was right- [^Runs after his bfQ'^ 
tier. ' . 

Cyr. Like parents* like children I ' 

Adelaide enters, with two water^pitchers^ and places 

them before the door. 

Heaven bless you,^noble lady \ 

Ade. And you, reverend abbot ! 

Cyr. Is it then true? I thought that Ottomar had lied. 

Ade. That he dare not, even though in jest. What 
was it that you would not credit ? 

Cyr. C Pointing to the pitchers) Yottrdescendingtothe 
employment of a menial. t 

Ade. Does this surprise you, reverend^ dbbot ? You 
-may perhaps mistake it for ostentation, since I have so 
many seryants, and an industrious wife may be employed 
to better purpose, than in brinj^ng water from the well, 
I will explain this, reverend abbot. To you my birth is 
not a secret. Eight yeats are on this day elapsed, since I 
went down with the same pitchers to yonder well. My 
tears were mingled with the water ; for you may remem- 
ber, at that time the. Vsndals had just robbed me of my 
father, the only prop of my poor helpless youth. Sir 
'Theobald saw me, loved me, and made me the happiest 
of women. Shall I not celebrate this day ? Long as I 
live, these pitchers shall retain their place among my 
bridal ornaments. Never do I fail, upon this day, as soon 
as I have finished my morning prayer, to visit yonder well. 
My reason tells me that it is to recollect my former lowH- 
ness. My heart tells me that it is to call to my remem- 
brance, the first words, the first looks of my dear Theo« 
tald. 

Cyr. This is commendable, noble lady. But beware 
' jest your affection should become idolatry. ^ 

Ade. Oh ! that my affection were capable of increase ! 
Am I not indcBted to him for every thing ? Without him» 
what had I been ? A deserted orphan, turned out into 
the wide world, and exposed to every violence. The 
tears of sorrow flowed into these pitchers, and for dght 
years I have §hed none but tears of joy. Oh ! that my 
affection were capable of increase>I Qbl thltt this heart 
<«Ottld love more ferventlv i 
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CyT. {Asidt) Torttre ! 

Adt. (Dtprtiitd) For ihe first time, in all these hmn 

' py years he is absent on tins day. But, he is fighting for 

out holy chiirrh, and 1 must huld my peace. What ihin^ 

you, reverend father ? May he soon return from this cx- 

Cyr, As it happens, noble lady. He swore to mc that 
he would level with the earlh the heathen villages whidi 
lay beyond the Elbe, and destroy the inhabiianii with fire 
and sword, li he should find iha wretches unprepared, 
he may with ease at once annihilate them. If not, the 
days may be prolonged to weeks. 

Adt. (Raising her hands and eyes J Protect him, God 
of battles ! 'Ti* thy holy name tor which he fights, Co- 
vcr him, ye angels, with your wings. Conduct him bact 
victorious, to the bosom of his affeclionate wife, to the 
arms of his children ! 

Cyr. {Aside) Here am I again alone with her, and not 
a single syllable comes forth at my command. 

WiLIBALD Tuns into the rodm. 

IVil. Mother! Theguard upon thetower has b!ewn hit 
hornt 

Ottomar hops Jot ward. 

On. Mother ! What a many men on horseback ! They 
make a dreadful dust, 

Ade. Has not the ceniinel discovered wfio they aie ? 

WU. They're too far off. 

Aie. Go then, children. Climb upon the tuhrels, au^ 
when they are nearer, come to me again. 

(ikeb^s riinatoay.' 

Cyr, {Somervhal afraid) 'Tis not — one would Rope- 
any hostile surprise, — 

Jde. Oh fear it hot, reverend abbot. "My husBahdhas 
no quarrels with his neighbours. Pfcrhaps (hey may be 

■ guests : Then I am only soirow Sir Theobald is abroad, 
— Perhaps too they niay pass on the left to Ermersdorf. ' 



WiLiBALD and Otto M Alt cuter mth a shout of jov. 

Both. Mother] Mother! My father's coming ! Mjf 
fat)ier*s coming ! 

Ade. My Theobald! )Bursts out at the door^follozoed 
hy fVilibaldand Ottomar,) 

Cyr. (As if thuyid'er struck) Ten 'thousand devils! — 
father Benjamio I Father Benjamin ! This is culpa 
gravis.* 
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ACT II. 



The stage represents a plflce in front of the castle ofWuU 
Jingen. In the hack^grpund is a part of the castle^ suf^ 
•rounded by a nioaty ovir which is a draw -bridge (hat 
falts taken the cur tain rises. 

Adelaide, Cyrillus,. WiLLiBALD and O'tto- 
MAKfpasf swiftly from the Castle-gate^ over the bridge'. 

Adelaide. 



o 



H \ That I may not l^e deceived ! 

Wil. {hopping and springing) No, mother, no ! The 
guard .on the tower Jcnew my .lather's armour perfectly, 
and the white crest upon his helmet ; atid father Benja- 
min was trotting behind him on the mule. 

€yr. I congratulate you, noble lady. 

Ade. Reverend Abbot, I thank you. Run, cbildreri ! 
climb upon the hill, and tell me ^yhenthey approach. 

Both — (running up the hill J Huzza ! my fafijier's 
coming f My father's coming ! 

Cyr. ^concealing his vexation beneath a smile) What 
f transport these children feel ! 

Ade. Oh ! Mine is hot more sedate. Willingly would 
I run with them, over every stoi^e, were it hut bccoiYiing 
in a wife. And why should it npt ? Oustopiand fashion 

* The Ttemenstrmtes mAke very nUe disiinctitns between culpt levlsy media 
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are fell tyrants, anJ ihey impose their bondage even upon 
love and tenderness. Children ! can you distinguish 
nothing ? 

ff'iV. fkolding his hand above his eyes J The sun daz- 
zles me. 

Oit. (raising himself upon his toes) Ottonui:') so lit. 
tie, mother. 

Cyr. [in a tone of derisionj It would seem as if the 
knight had been paying a friendly visit. 

^de. [empkalicallyj He has, I cannot doubt it, done 
his <!uty : and that he has done it in so short a time, de. 
serves your thanks as the author of the expcditioH, and 
mine as the expectant wife. Wilibald, can you see 
nothing ? 

Wil. Dust, dear mother, a great deal of dust, and 
amongst it something glitters like arms. 

Cyr. (in a lone oj derision) If they raise as much dust 
ontheirreturn, as at their departure, 'tis a happy sign that 
no one can have lost his life in the excursion. 

Ade. (smiling) I know not, reverend abbot, what infer- 
ence lara to draw from your remarks. Do you mean to 
attack the honor of SirTheobold ; Or why do you in- 
■ suit my ear with such discourse ? 

Cyr. Not so, noble lady 

Ade. Not so, reverend abbot. I am not disposed for 
any interruption to my joy. Wilibatd, can you still dis- 
cover nothing ? 

Wil. {claps his hands) Huzza, dear motheT I Itis^my 
father ! It is my father, I know his grey horse : and great 
Bevys is riding behind him, and tathd- Benjamin upon 
the mule like a bear upon abe.am. 

Oil. 'I see ihem all too, mother. 

Ade. i thank thee, O God, that thou hast listened tomjr 
fervent praye r, and thrown my dark presages to the winds. 

Cyr. Presages, nohlc lady 1 Have you ever felt their 
influence ? , • . 

Ade. Presages, or thick blood, or nervous terror.— call 
it what you will. With fearful heart I always have sur- 
veyed the steed which was to bear my husband to the heat 
of battle. Butncver havel felt what yesterday sppress- 

ed me. Methought a world was laid upon me ! Me- 

thought a gulf divided me fiom my beloved Theobold t— 
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Heaven be praised ! *Twas but ideal. My imagination 
catches such quick alarm.. 

Cyr. Be not so quick in your conclusions. Presages^ 
are the warnings of the Almighty. *Tis true ; your husr 
band now returns in kealth. For this we render thanks to 
God and to St. Norbert. Yet is there nothing but life, 
for which you tremble ? I know full well, fair lady, that 
strict fidelity lies nearer to the heart of one who lov«« like 
you. How if — (which heaven forefend, but our tempt- 
er is ever on the watch) — how if Satan, in an enticing 
xnoon-iight night, should haveavailed|iimself of some fair 
heathen, to ensnare the pious knight. I have %ctci these 
fiery dames. Lust is their idol : Modesty can find no sanctu- 
ary with them ; and Sir Theobold, as they say, inherited 
warm blood from old Sir Hugo. 

Ade. (smiling/' Reverend abbot, if you^ would not mis- 
take the jest, I should freely tell you, that you bear poi- 
son on your tongue— but hark ! I hear the sound of hor- 
ses* hoofs already echo through the valley. Come, chil- 
dren ! Quick — to meet your father. 

(She runs we/A Wilibald and Ottom^r to the side 

-where The oik OLD approaches. 

Cyr. D.amnation ! She is armed on every side. 

•Sir Theobold bursts into Adelaide'^ arms. 
Behind him enter the Mon k, Bj^rtram, &c. &c. 

Ade. (throwing her arms round Theobold* s neck) My 
husband ! So soon returned ! 

The. {rallying) Not too soon, I hope. 

Ade. {the same) Banterer! I could almost answer— r- 
ye8—— 

Cyr. {aside) And I could^lmost burst. 

The. Never have I made so good an expedition j Hea- 
ven bless you, reverend abbot ! — I bring thee, Adelaide, 
a priesent more valuable far than all thy jewels. 

Ade. Yourself. 

The. Would*st th»u make me vain ? I have long been 
thine. No. I restore to thee a stolen treasure, which has 
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roM llice many a tear. May he and and I forever share 

ihy love ! Look, round does ihy lieart guess nothing ? 

{AJe. (spies Bertram, who, lilt nof. has htfn stand. 
ins./uU of terror, among the attindants, andjlits into 
An arms J My lather ! 

(returns her embrace, but sotrsw and confusion 
read his counlenancej Mydear daugliier ! 
. Oh ! This is more than all my warmest hopes- — 
Almighty Piovidente ! 1 have nowoids to thank ihec — 
Grant me tears ! Oh ! Grant me tears And is it re- 
ally you, whom Ilhiis fuld in my arms ? Alas, I feared 
that you had long since sunk beneath the weight of i^ 
and grief. I cannot look at you enou(>h. You are jmi 

the same, except that your hair is somewhat greyer 

Oh ! God ! 1 have no words. My thanks are swimming 
in these tears — Dear farher. I am married — These are my 
children. Come hither Wilibald and Oiiamar— This is 
yourgrand-falher. Embrace his knees, and be^ hisblessii^. 

Willi cALD and Ottouar ineel before B-^^Te, Ail. 

Btr. (carressing them by turns, and raisimg^thtvi) 

Rise ! Rise ! If the blessiugs of an old man — who lovei 
you as his children — has any influence with the Almigh- 
ty — I bless you^God shield you from every qusfoitfiiie 
■ — or give you slrengih to bear it ! 

jide. How can misfortune enter in your thoughts at 
sucha happy hour ? All my wishes are fuliilied. 

mi. Dear grandfather, kiss me. 

Ott. Andme too, deargrandfathsr. 

Ber. (kissing them) Sweet boys ! [meurnfuUy J Voof 
good children! 

Ike. Why poor, honest Bertram i" What js wanting 
to their happiness i" Reverend abbot, such a scene as 
this might draw down angels from the throne of Gpd. 

Cyr. Fie, sir knight ! "To compare such earthly joys 
to the blissful .contemplation of the Highest. 

The. Pardon a layman, to whom the enthusiasm, of re- 
ligion has not yet lent wings, to soar into the third heaven. 

Cyr. Enthusiasm, do you call it ?, You heap leyity on 
levity. But I pardon you, for the sake of that good W0|;k 
which you have done. Your return was very sudden — 
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Coufitless you have rois^ed oat the heathen tribes-, over- 
turned their altars, aboKshed their idols, aru}br(y»ghttheif 
gold and silver chalices for the service of the church. 

The^ I have done all that I couW : I have dtone nlore than 
I ought. My oath, as ^ knight, bound me, with fire and 
sword to exterminate the heathen idolls and erect the ho- 
ly cross among them. Father Benjamih can testify I 
have fulfilled ray oath. 

Cyr. 'Tis well., But as the angel of the Loid as- 
suredly was with your arms, wliy did you not' proceed to 
all the neighboring tribes, spreading destruction tlnough- 
out the heathen territories ? 

Th€. BecauSrC— ' — hear it once for aH, reveretid abbq^ 
— because my sword shall never fall again on those, who 
never injured roe. I'f they be sheep, which wander in 
the desert, let the right path be pointed out to them, but 
let them not be led to slaughter. I, at least, have no de- 
sire to be the butcher. 

Cyr. Knight — 

The. Abbot-^ — • 

Cyr. Do you pretend to dictate to the church ? 
J he. fdiscontented) Oh, no ! reverend abbot, I know 
my duties, and fulfil them — But will you not participate 
OUT joy ? Look round and read in every eye, the wish 
to spend in pure tranquillity a day, which heaven has so 
singularly marked. 

Ade. What can be the matter, my de^ father^ you seem 
uneasy ? - ' 

Ber. I am not well. 

Ade. Quick I Come in. You want rest. To-day, so 
many different sensations have crowded on each other — 
Ber. True ! True I 

Ade. Come then* Lean on me, that I may bring you 
to a quiet chamber. 

Ber. Not in this castle, my dear Adelaide. I am not 
tised to live within huge, walband towers. Let me i^eturn 
my old hut. 

Ade. Your hut is in rUins, uninhabited, and- exposed 
to every blast. Allow me the pleasiure of attending on 
you. ' 

Ber. [with forced s acknowledgment) I must be left 
alone— or I shall die at your feet. I will have no 
other dwelling than my former hut* 



« 
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The. Your willis lo your children a coiBirand. I wilt 
this instant tiispatch my people to repair your hut, and pro- 
vide it with every convenience. Meanwhile, use the hsst 
chamber in my castle, and let a cheetfui meal complete 
the pleasure of this day. Reverend abbot, is il your plea- 
sure to follow us ? 

Cyr. When I have fulfilled the duties of my office. 



Cjr. 
The. 



Till then, farewell. 



Theobald and Adelaide /bZ/ow Betram. Wil- 
iBALDant/OxTDMAR, With the Tttin^e,Jollaw lAem. 

Cyr- [looking at the Monk v/ith extreme gravity)— ~ 
Well, father ? 

Monk, [milk great humility) What docs my worthy su- 
perior command ? 

Cyr. Yes, pretend that you have CLxecuted all my plans, 
and justified my confidence in you. 

Monk. My conscience acquits me. 

Cyr. Indeed! Then I wish you joy of an easy con- 
science. Ynu know not, 1 presume, how much 1 wish- 
ed lor time, how much I wished to plunge Sir Theobald 

from dauger into danger, it possihU- to cause his death 

at least his absence for many weeks. Yi.ii >inow not 
these were my only reasons tor promoting the excursioa f 

Menk. How can I be ignorant' that such -were youf 
intentions ? Yet have I done every thing to prolong the 
expedition. I have not been content with empty words. 
I seized a sword, I plunged into the throng, and ofen wai 
besmeared with hostile olood. 

Cyr. Yes, forsooth, ! You have done so much, that 
nothing now remains for me to do, and I perhaps may 
■wait in vain whole years for such an opportunity. , Will 
you not retire to rest after your numerous fatigues— ^ You 

will scarcely recognise your cell 'tis so long since you 

forsook it. IGoes. 

Monk. I have done my duty. We must pray to God 
to bend their hearts, and grant his aid to ail these good in- 
temions. [Goes. 
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SirHvGO ^/'WaLFiNGEN, in the habit of d pilgrim^ 
af pears upon the Summit of the hill^ which rises oppo- 
site to the Castle. 

Hu. Ha! There itiii! There is Wulfingen ! — Hail, 
castle of ray fathers ! Hail, ye moss grown towers ! In 
blooming manhood I forsook you. In drooping age I 
now agam behold you. I left these gates, accompanied 
by a hundred valiant warriors : the swords of the Sara- 
cens have slain them, and I return alone. {Descends the 
hilly andyfor afexv moments^ surveys the castle zvith vio- 
lent emotion^) All is as I left it. No stone is broken : no 
tree is fallen. I could almost fancy that the swallows' 
nests against the wall were still the same. — There, in the 
shade ot yonder towering oak, I, for the last time, pres- 
sed to my heart my weeping wife, and blessed the child 
that hufig upon my knee. There, beneath the roof of 
yonder straw-thatched cottage, 1 for the last tintie held the 
infant in my arms, the offspring of my crinte, the source 
of my never-ceasing anguish. Alas ! what a crowd of 
sensations, whicli have slept for three-and-twenty years, 
Wake in this solemn moment ! Great God of Hteaven ! I 
thank thee, that thy angel, thro' so many perils^ has thus 
brought me to the habitation of my fathers, were it but to 
]ay my sapless bones with their's. — How my heart beats ! 
Even more than at the storm of Ptolemais* Each tree, 
each stone could I ask, is my wife, and is my son alive ? — 
The windows of the castle are fofsaken : the bridge is 
down: No reaper in the field. Here peace must reign, 
or the plague must have exhausted its fury.-=-Thou guar- 
dian angei of my latter days ! whisper to me whether joy 
awaits me in this castle : or, shall I turn again to Pales- 
tine, and seek some heap of earth, whefre the poor pilgrim 
may repose in peace for ever ? 

WiLiBALD and Ottomar come from the Castle. 

Ott. Cotne, Brother ! Til shew you the nest, that I 
lound yesterday. 

JVil. Is it high ? Must one climb ? 
Ott. No. It's only in a low bush. 
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JVil. Then I don*t .want to see it. 
Oit. Why not. 

WiL Where there is neither trouble nor danger, there 
can he no pleasure. 

Hu. Two sweet boys ! my heart throbs. 
Ott» Look brother, at that man with a long beard Let 
us go. 

f^'il. No. We'll speak to him. 
(UL I'm afraid. 

IVil, Then go, and look for your nest. fTo Hugo) 
M'ho a|e you, old man ? 

HU' A pilgrim from Palestine. 

Wil. From Palestine ! Do you bring any news of my 
grandfather ? 

Hu, Your grandfather ! Who is your grandfather ? 
Wtl. fJVith pride J The valiant Sir Hugo of Wutfn-. 
gen. Have you ever heard of him ? 

Hu. (Scarce able to contain himself J I believe I have. 
Wil, [Contemptuously) You believe you have! You 
have not heard of him, or you would not have forgotten 
It. 

Hu. ('Turning aside aud trembling with joy J Oh! 
God ! What a boy is this ! And this is my blood ! — Com- 
pose thyself, old man. Thy hour is not yet come. 
Ott, ( To his brother) What is he muttering to himself? 
WiL I believe he is thinking of some lie. 
Hu, Allow me to ask a question, my dear boy. Who 
is the knight, that dwells in yonder castle ? 
WiL Sir Theobald of Wuliingen, my father. 
Ott, [RaistVig his voice above Willih aid's) And my fa- 
ther too. 

Hu. (Turning away — with the utmost possible energy) 
-God of Heaven ! I thank thee. — One question more. 
You spoke of your grandfather, who went to Palestine. 
fWtih tremulous utUranceJ Have you then still — a grand- 
mother ? 

Wil. No. She has long been dead. 
Hu. [Trembles, and slowly repeats the words) Has 
long been dead / [Aside, sorrowfully) Margaretta / [En- 
deavours to compose himself) Dear children, I am faint 
and weary. Dare 1 beg a crust of bread, and a cup of 
wine ? 
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Both, Directly ! [Th^ are running to the castle, 

Hu. And if your father would allow mc a night's lodg- 
ing in the castle — 

kViL ril ask my mother. My father's just returned 
from battle, and asleep. I daren't wake him. Ottomar, 
stay here till I come back* 

Ott, [Running after him) I won't stay alone with that 
long-bearded man. [both go. 

Hu. Oh God ! Have then the sufferings of three-and- 
twenty years at last appeased thee ? Is it then true, thitt 
I shall yet find happiness ? Hast thou, too, forgiven me» 
oh ! Margaretta, my acknowledged wife ? Didst thou not 
quit this world, with a curse upon my head ? Yes, I 
am unworthy of the bliss, which now awaits me. Let 
me but have happy tidings of my Adelaide, and angels 
may envy my old age. — What boys ! Scarce could I re- 
frain from folding them in my arms. Of what race may 
their mother be ? Early has she sown the seed of love and 
honour in their hearts* God reward her for it! — Right 
glad I am, that no one here can recognize me. The hearts 
of my son and daughter-in-law will lie open to me. I 
shall try ^their kindness and their hospitality. I shall 
see if Theobald still remembers* his old father, if he 
wishes his return, if he will shed a tear for his death. 
What a scene, if all should happen as I wish ! — Let me 
only be upon my guard, lest a father's heart too soon be- 
tray itself. 

Adelaide comes with Wilibald and Ottomar. 

The Boys. There he is, mother ! There he is ! 
They run to him with a cup of wine^ and crust of bread. 

Hu. Heaven reward you, noble lady ! And you too, 
good children ! 

Ade. You are welcome, old man. If my boys have 
understood you right, you are come direct fiom Pales- 
tine. 

Hu. Noble lady, it is true. I have passed through 
Greece, Bulgaria and Hungary. For five long months, 
I have contended against hangar, thirst, and all the hard- 
ships of this life. Oft has Heaven been my roof, and the 
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Adc. There comes my husband. 
Ha. [aside) steclfast, old man ! 

Sir Theobald enters with Wiilbald uwJ Otto- 
mar. 

The. Where is the pilgrim, who has named my father j 
Welcome with this hand : thou art the messenger of God. 

Hu. Sir knight, I greet yoM. The Lord be with you, 
and with your house. 

The> Thou hast known my father : Speak : My heart 
yearns to hear thy message. 

Hu. For more than twenty years, Hugo of Wulfingen 
has been my friend. I have fought at his side in Parthia, 
Media, Mesipotamia, and Persia. Oft, with fraternal 
]oY,e, we bound each other's wounds, inflicted by the sa- 
bres of our eiicmics. Oft, with fraternal love,, we 
shared the last dry crust, the last poor draught : until the 
wayward chance of war divided us. For when the em- 
peror Frederick died, he went towards Askelon with En- 
Slish Richard, surnamed Cceur de Lion. . There w.as the 
attle between Saladin and us. Fierce and bloody was 
the contest. Many a valiant knigiit was left upon the 
field. Among the rest your lather was supposed to have 
fallen, and I spent many tedious years in vain enquiries 
after him. At length, weary with toil, I, eight months 
sincr: resolved on my return to this my native land, when 
unexpectedly, I found old Hugo among the sultan's pri- 
soners in Babylon. 

Adelaide and Theobald 

[Cry aloud) A prisoner ! 

Hu. Thus it is Sir knight. He pines away 'in grievous 
thraldom. How was his visage altered ! Scarce could I 
recollect the features of mv friend. His cheeks were 
jjallow — bis eyes sunk — his beard long and knotted. With 
tears he threw his arms and chains around ray neck, la- 
menting that he saw no end to his miserable days. He 
i,hov/ed me his bed : It was a stone — a potsiierd filled with 
water was his drink — a little rice was all his meagre diet. 

The. Oh, my unhappy father ! 

Hu. ** Alas, said he, dear Robert, thou seest the base 
condition in which I languish, the chains that gall my 
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hands and feet. But how my body is exhausted by ttie 
noontide heat, and labor, to which lam not enured ; how 
the blood gushes from ray back upon my keeper's whip : 
how the cold dews, and the unwholesome damps of night 
within this prison, rob me of sleep, of health and peace — 
this, friend, thou dost not see.*' 

The, Hold, I beseech thee, hold ! Each word is a dag- 
ger to my heart. [Adelaide weeps, 

Hu, *• Thou, continued he, thou happy man, art now 
returning to thy native country. May the Almighty be 
thy guide ! But should*stthou pass niy castle, cpmmehd 
me to my wife, if she be still alive, and my sort Theobald* 
Paint to them all that my age is forced to suffer. Awake 
in their bosoms the feelings of a wife and son, that ihey 
rtay quickly gather all that heaven has bestowed Uf^n 
them, and hasten to relieve from cruel bondage, a husband 
and a father. Meanwhile, farewell', I shall coifnt the days 
of thy pilgrimage, and on this stone will I pr^y, th6 long, 
long nights, that angels may direct thee on thy way.*' 

The. Thanks, worthy old man, thanks fb/ thus faithfitl- 
ly fulfilling his directions. Quick! Wha[t is hisfan^om? 

Hu. ^shrugging his shoulders) Ten thousand gold bi- 
zantines. 

The. 'Tis much: 'tis very much. Bhit God will lend 
his assistance. We mCist sell our casCks, my dear wife, 
we must convert every thing into rho'ney, arid do the ui- 
must we are able. 

Ade. With all my heart, dear Theobald 1 This moment 
I will bring my jev^rels, golden clasps and bracelets. 

fVil. And you shall hive my dollar too. 

Ott. (sorrowfully) Have I nothing to give ? 

Hu. [aside) My heart will break. 

The. [e?nb racing Adelaide) I thank thee, my good wife. 
I thank you, children. This moment binds my heart to 
you forever. 

Hu (aside) And mine too. 

The. We will retire to a cottage, and till the earth. 
Bread we shall never want, and instead of luxuries, let 
us feast on the delightful expectation, that we shall liber- 
ate my poor old father. I hasten to the abbot. He liai 
Jong coveted my demesnes. When he knows my wanti, 
ne will pay but niggardly. It matters not, if he will only 
give us what we want directly. 
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Hu. {aside) I can hold no longer. 

The* Enter, old man, and refresh yourself with what 
my castle contains. My wife will let you want for no- 
thing. See !,here comes Bertram — let him be a partaker 
of our joyous hopes. 

Hu. [aside) True, 'tis Bertram. Oh that I durst but 
call to him : Where is my daughter ? 

Bertram comes from the castle, 

Ber. You have left old Bertram quite alone. 

The. Come hither. Grieve and rejoice with us. This 
pilgrim brings accounts ot Sir Hugo, my father. He is 
a slave in Babylon. But this day Pll sell my castle and 
demesnes, cast all at the Sultan's feet, and conduct my fa-^ 
ther back in triumph. 

Ber. (fixes his eyes attentively on Hugo) How is this ? 
Sure 1 am not deceived Those features— 

Hu . Thou ait not deceived 1 am te^ 

Ber. {throws himself with a loud cry at Hugo* s feet)—* 
Sir Hugo ! — my master. 

\^At these words all starts utter broken syllables^ half ar- 
ticulated sounds of joy ^astonishment , and admiration , and 
surround the old man, Theobald and Adelaide 
hangupon his necky while Wilibald flwrfOxToMAR 
embrace hi^ knees The curtain falls. 



END OF THE SECOND ACT. 



ADELAIDE OT WULFINOEN. 3^ 



ACT III. 



A saloon in the castle. On the walls hang eight pictures^ 
large as life^ the ancestors of the race ofWulJingen. 

Sir Hugo, clad in armour^ enters with Bertram. 

Hu. Here we are secure. Here we shall not be over- 
heard by monks or women. Come nearer ! Answer me 
Read the question in my eyes. 

Ber. {with fearful hesitation) You wish for informa- 
tion of your daughter ? 

Hu. Tedious babbler. How can this climate make 
these men so cold ? Speak ! Speak ! Qe not so sparing of 
thy words. 

Ber. Ah! 

Hu. A sigh ! I understood thee. She is dead — Ano- 
ther soul is gone, to denounce vengeance against me, at 
the throne of God, 

Ber* Would to God she were dead ! 

Hu. What say'stthou ? Is she dishonoured ? 

Ber. Sir knight, prepare yourself for a recital — To 
you the world is not unknown — You ar^ well aware what 

chance fate Oh God ! my tongue denies its office 

Your hair will bristle towards heaven, your blood 

congeal with horror in your veins. 

liu. To whom dost thou say this ? I have lived full six* 

ty years. For five-and-thirty I have been a knight. 

Since I forsook the cradle, I have been the sport of for- 
tune, have learnt to distinguish truth from error — If she 
be not dishonoured, speak! I am prepared for all. 

Ber. For fifteen years your daughter was educated as 
my own. She increased in stature, beauty, worth. She 
enchanted every youth, attended on ray age, and mana- 
ged on my wife's decease, my little household. Never did 
any one suspect her to be other than the real daughter of 
old Bertram. My wife died, and carried the secret with 
her to the grave. I alone was able to solve the mystery 
of her descent. I knew your sentiments. Sir knight ; I 
rikolved never to withdraw the veil which covered what 
Avas past ; and as she now had reached a proper age, I 

£ 
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cast my eyes around, in search of some good lad, who 
would promote her happiness. 

Hu, Right, old man ! such was my wish. 
Ber. The inscrutable designs of Providence have will- 
ed it otherwise Orice, on a festival in honour of our 

f;uardian saint, the villagers proceeded early to the abbey 
caving behind them only the old men. To my daughter 
too," I granted permission to accompany her friends, as I 
myself was unable to attend her. The neighboring Van 
dais had waited for this moment, when all our strength 
was absent. They fell upon our village, where not more 
than fifty persons were left, plundered our dwellings, 
drove away our cattle, and took the old men prisoners 
who had staid behind — among the rest myself. Eight 
years past away. I was a slave among the heathens — my 
daughter dead to mtf, and I to her. But this momin|p— 

IOh ! why have I survived it ?) — but this fatal monuog 
was released from bondage bjr your son« I tame, 
and found your daughter- in the arms of her bro- 
ther. 

Hu. [Starts like a man^ who suddenly espies a phantom 
hut has courage enough to run towards it^ and uhmask it. 
The muscles of his face ^ for some moments^ express an in- 
rvard struggle, which, however, soon subsides. That se- 
renity which ever accompanies firmly -rooted principles, 
resumes its place in his countenance, and he turns to Ber- 
tiam) Well, proceed. 

Ber. {astonished) Proceed — Pardon me, sir knight — 
anguish has robbed you of your senses, or you have not 
understood me. 

Hu. Nor one, nor the other. I still am waiting for 
the dreadful story which will cause my hair to bristle to- 
wards heaven. 

Ber. Blessed Virgin ! is not this dreadful enough ? — 
Your son the husband of your daughter-r-your grandsons 

sprung from incest your family subjected to the 

churches ban I 

Hu. Is Adelaide faithless ? Is my son a robber? Are 
my grandsons villains ? 

Btr. Oh no, no I There lies all the misery. They love 
each other with such strong affection, and yet must part 
forever. Thc^yhave ciiildren too, who resemble angels. 
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and these little ini]uoc.eii^s they must resign to scorn and 
infamy. 

Hu. Must 1 And who shall force them ? 

Btr^ Heavens ! Can you ask, sir knight ? Are you a 
christian, and would suffer this abomination? 

Hu» Why not ? Old man, thy scruples I can pardon. 
Papal superstition has instilled them, ignorance of the 
world has nursed them, and custom given them gigantic 

strength But let us view a little closer the shadow 

which so much startles thee. Wh^t mischief can ensue 
from ihis connexion ? Two hearts, attached by a double 
tie, what increase c^n their love^ their happiness admit ? 
A mother by a brother, are not the chilaren still more 
precious ? Are not the parents still more envi- 
able ? 

Ber, All true, sir knight. But 

tlu* Hold : The picture is not half complete. I have 
but painted them within the castle : let us now look with- 
out—Can a good father and a tender husband be a bad 
neighbour ? — Can he covet his neighbour's property, 
who, with this wife, and these children, thinks himsc'lf 
far richer than a prince ? 

Met. Just and true, sir knight. But the sin 

Hu, oin ! Whom does it affect ? Not me» Perhaps 
thee. Be easy, old man. This phantom too, I dare be 
sworn, 1 can dissolve. Yet, there are higher duties, thou 

wilt say, than I haye mentioned.--^ ^—Duties towards 

God 



JBtr. Alas ! Th^re it rests- 



Hu., Hold again ! — Will he pray less fervently ? and 
mark ! his prayer is not the urgent and insatiable covet- 
ing of riches and of honours. *Tis gratitude which streams 
from a contented heart. Will he fight less bravely for 
his country and the church, than the vagabond whose cou- 
rage is not fired by any thought on wife and child ? Will 
he, with less piety receive the holy sacrament, when he 
beholds the companion of his life devoutly kaceling by 
his side ? Will the pangs of conscience, in his last hoiu*, 
assail him, because true to the impulse of nature, he has 
given to his nativb land two useful citizens, to the world 
two honest men, to heaven two angels ? — No ! no I no ! — 
With joyful assurapce will he appear, accompanied with 
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liis wife anil children, before the throne of the Almighty, 
receive his sentence without trembling, and join his voice 

to the halehijah's of the blessed 

Ber. But God's absolute commandment that we should 

not 

Hu. I know what thou would'st say. God's first 

commandment was the happiness of us his creatures. 

This commandment is as old as the creation. It extends 
to every nation, every religion. What Moses, through 
the moiith of God, established for the welfare of a single 
state, what, perhaps, may really promote the welfare of 
every state, must, at least, be subject to exceptions, and 

never was a case more woithy of exception Here, 

then, old man, give me thy hand with confidence, and let 
this secret be concealed forever. Still let Adelaide be 
Bertram's daughter. Rejoice with me, at the happi- 
ness of our children — Rejoice, and be silent. 

Bir, As God may have mercy on me in my dying 
hour, I cannot, sir knight, I cannot. That inward con- 
sciousness of €\n avenging God rises in opposition to your 
arguments. You have addressed my senses — they arc 
weak — arltliess my heart, and I will listen to you. 

Hu. rhy heart! — Shall I paint the misery which thou 
briiig*st upon us all ? Shall 1 describe the horrible dis- 
trt'sscss of my children, and my grand-children — the de- 
spair oFthy old master ? — Shall 1 — (unwillingly I do it) 
shall I remind thee of the many kindnesses which I pour- 
eJ first on thy old parents, and since on thee ? 

Pun\ (falling and embracing Ins kjiees) Oh, no, dear 
sir ! To you I am obliged for all. 'Tis written in my 

ficart. But pay more reverence to God than man 

Sacrifice the temporal rather that risk the eternal. Oh ! 
could you feel the pangs of hell, wliich rage within me, 
you would have compassion on me. Oh ! that I could 
erase the tale of horror from my recollection! At least, 
let nic shake the burden from my l:cart at the confession 

chair. Our reverend abbot 

Hu. (with grim ferocity] Peace ! Listen to me for 
the last time. If the misery of my children, the distresses 
ot their boys, the des-pair of thy benefactor, can have no 
effect upon thee— hear this solemn oath, which, on the 
word and honour of a knight, 1 pledge in the ear of the 
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Almighty. If, with a single look, a syllable, or sign, thou 
darest to hint at this our secret, with my own hand I'll 
plunge my sword into thy heart. * 

Ber. Do with your servant as may be your will.- 



My last breath shall bless you. But my troubled con- 
science orders me, in terms more dreadful than youroath, 
to ensure the salvation of my soul. As yet your children 
may do penance for their sin, and through temporal mise- 
ry ascend to spiritual bliss. But tell me — what can 1 an- 
swer, when your son appears before the dread tribunal ot 
the Judge, and thus accuses me : " This man was privy to 
it. He concealed the impious secret. He robbed me of 
the only means by which my soul could have been rescued 
from cfamnation.'* 

Hu. Hear me, Bertram. Wilt thou be easy, if my 
son, when told of all, should think as 1 do ? 

Ber, (scrupulously) Then — perhaps — I might 

Hu. Go, then, andsend him hither. • 

Ber. How ? would you ; • 

Hu. I will myself disclose the secret to him ? but at 
first without a witness. Be thou at hand, and wait till 
called. 

Ber. [as he leaves the saloon) Oh, all ye saints ! 

Have pity on a poor old man, bending beneath the weight 
of conscience ! {Goes, 

Hu. Such are the cursed fruits of superstition ! But 
what must I expect in this approaching hour ? Theobald 
must be tried, ere I venture the discovery. Should he be 
so weak as to prefer the dogmas of a monk to the everlast- 
ing law of nature — should his head and heart too be sway- 
ed by bigotry, let my tongue be silent, and let Bertram 
die. Tis better that one, already on the brink of the 
• grave, should be a victim to his blindness, than that my 
whole race should fall a sacrifice to prejudice, and sink 
forever. 

Sir Theobald enters. 

The. You have sent for me, my father. 

Hu, My son, come nearer. We are alone. I have 
much to ask of thee, and much to say to thee. I left ihee 
a boy, occupied in climbing among the wood, and strip-, 
ping the hazel of its nuts. Thou art now become a man 
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and thy amusement is to break a lance in combat. Hast 
thou acquired fame at any tournament 7 

TkC' Twice, my father. At Worms and Regensburg, 
Both times in presence of our Emperor. 

Hm. 'Tis well. Hast thou ever been engaged in hon- 
ourable quarrels, and settled them as well becomes a 
knight ? 

Tke, Thrice for my friends, and for myself but once. 

Hu. Why that once, and against whom ? 

Tkg, Against Conrad of Rudolsheim. His servants 
had been guilty of disorders in a neighboring village, had 
seized a woman, and destroyed a house , and he refused 
reparation. 

Hu. When did'st thou make peace with him p 

The. When he was conquered. 

Hu. 'Tis well. Hast thou never lost thy shield ? 

The. Never, my father. 

Hu. 'Tis well. Hast thou any wounds ? 

The, Five. 

Hu. All on thy breast ? 

The. (rather hurt) All, my father, {with exalted heat) 
111 the abbey of Ermersdorf hangs a hostile banner. I pla- 
ced it there. 

Hu. 'Tis well. Who instructed thee in arms ? 

The, My uncle. 

Hu, Who conferred knighthood on thee ? 

The. Duke Henry, the Lion, of Brunswick. 

Hu. 'Tis well. Thus far, 'tis all right well. Embrace 
mc. 

Th^. [embracing him) And now, my father > — 

Hu. Hold ! Our account it not yet settled. How long 
is it since thy mother died ? 

The. Nine years. She expired in my arms, and was 
buried with the bones of our fathers. 

Hu. [turning away) Margaretta ! (to Theobald J Did 
she die calmly ? 

The. Calmly, and full of hope. She died as she had 
lived. She blessed yourself and me. [extremely moved) — 

Oh ! my father ! Will you open all my wounds 

atresh ? 

Hu. 'Tis well, Who gave thee instructions in reli- 
gion ? 
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« 

The. Father Bernard, a monk of the Premonstrantes, 

Hu. This is not well. Which of thy duties it to thee 
most sacred ? 

The. My father, I have not considered this. To m^ 
they are all sacred. 

Hu. Right, my son, but not all of equal weight. Du- 
ty towards God is the first duty — next honour — then love 
-^and then the church — Or, makest thou no distinction 
between God and church ? 

The. The church is in the place of God. 

Hn. But is not always the mouth of God-^Hear me, my 
son. Receive and ponder my discourse. After sixty 
years of cool experience, a father now addresses his only, 
his beloved son, whose happiness will ever be his warmest 
wish. To-day or to-morrow, I may be gone. With a 
lie upon my tongue I durst not look into eternity —Hear 
me, ye spirits of my ancestors ! You I summon as wit- 
nesses 01 truth. Strike me with icy dumbness, and spit 
sharp venom on me, if this last branch receive destruc- 
tive doctrines from me (kneels down) And thou, eternal 
bein?, whom I worship, take from me the bitterness of 

this nour, and let it overtake me on my defth-bed ! 

Praise be unto thee that I have founa ^ijtfjpn intrepid 
knight : But let me find him likewistfl|^|KiteIy sted- 
fast — with a heart equal to his courage* Let me find 
him iron towards prejudice*— wax towards love and ho- 
nour. 

The. Your discourse, dear father 

Hu. My son, more than three hundred years are passed 
away, since Hans of Wulfingen built this castle. He was 
the first of all our race, whose own valour girded on his 
Joins the sword of knighthood. Our emperor, Conrad 
the first, dubbed him in the year nine hundred and twelve, 
upon the very field, where he had shed his blood, in fight- 
ing for his native country against Hungary. He married 
Wulfhild of Sickingen, and from love towards her, he 
called this castle Wuifingen. He was slain in a quarrel 
for an image of Saint Paul, which hix attendants had se- 
cretly suffered to be stolen. This, his son, fpttinhng to 
the second picture) Egbert of Wulfingen, was accused of 
having murdered one Count Baldwin. The sacred tribu* 
nal before which he was tried^ obliged him to attest his in* 
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n'-rrncc l»y the sword, He was slain* but his last breath 
adirmcd the accusation to be false and villainous. {Point- 
:rg to tkf rhifd future) his son, Maximilian of Wulfin- 
;rcn »«sencd, at some jovial banauet. that the image of the 
\'ir>Tin Maiy, which worked miracles at Emmerick, was 
a jiiousiiaud. He was, in consequence, secretly assassi- 
nated by the instigation of ihe monks — (pointing to ike 
foui ik picture ! ilis s(»nHenr)of Wulfingen, not profit- 
ing bv the e\ainj>!ci»l his father, dared to utter some un- 
meanini: woids against the pope's authority, was subject- 
ed to tiic ban, and forsaken by his friends, died broken- 
liearted. (pomting to ikc fifth picture) His son Albert of 
Wulfin«»en, iVaifut and weak from the example of his fa- 
thers, and the education (»f a monk, gave half his fortune 
t J the cloisters, endowed the church with many of his best 
demesnes, did with a reliquc in his hand, and was almost 
cannonized — ''f'i*inting to the sixth picture) His son Her- 
man of Wuifmgcn. went on an excursion to convert the 
jieatJiens to our christian faith. His heart betrayed him. 
He became attached to a fair heathen, and was compelled 
to leave her, because she continued faithful to the idola- 
try of her foi^fathers. He n>arried Maria of Simmern, 
wiio bore one son, but ill supplied toliim the place of the 
g)od heathen.* lie arrived at a discontented oJd age, and 
died, [fointingto the seventh picture) My grandfather, 
Oito, ol Wulfingen, trom some long smothered resent- 
mcnt, was assaulted by three villains of the house of Lein- 
en;;en, as he was returning, somewhat wearv, from the 
chace. They slew him, and took refuge in a feenedictine 
cloister, where, iora sum of money, they were pardoned 
in the name of God, and not a mortal dared to bring an 
accusation, (pointing to the eighth picture) My father, 
Francis, of Wulfingen, wishing to revenge his father's 
death, and enraged in a just cause, struck a lav brother of 
the Benedictines, was subjected tothe ban, excommunica- 
ted, and died in misery. Well can I recollect the grief 
of my poor mother ! Butoftliat no more. I myself, my 
son, I myself have completed this number of unhappy be- 
ings, whom superstition has plunged into destruction. — 
1 am not ashamed to tell thee, that for one moment, I 
have been a villain — and what man is without such mo- 
ments ? One only wicked deed has been tome the source 
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of endless agony. Thy mother was a good woman, tKough 
beauty was not her inheritance. She loved me while I was 
but her friend. It was not in my power to press her with 
i^^our to my bosom* For her I seldom felt desire, and 
often avoided her embraces* Whether she were ever 
conscious of what passed within me^ I am ignorant. Sh6 
her«elf,^Godrewardherfor it) she herself never uttered 
one harsh word to me, never received me with a frown, and 

Jorced from me, my whole respect. But this was all 

My love — (stamTiiers) I must disclose it as a warning to 
my son — my love was oft bestowed on prostitutes^ 
and every woman but my wife, inflamed my passions. — 
Once, on a parching summer's day, I met a lovely crea- 
ture in the neld. Her name was Rosamond. She was 
an orphan. She had nothing lett in this wide world, ex- 
cept her honour — and of that I robb'd her^-Thou start'st^ 
thou shud'rest — Right, my son* Let thi^ moment never 
be eras'd from thy remembrance — Heaven is ms witness 
I had ever been an upright man — except in this one in. 
stance. Dost thou see the tear that starts into my eye? 
Of these I have shed millions* yet each still scalds my 
soul as if it were the first* The poor creature bore a 
girl in secret and expired. I entrusted the unhappy fruit 
of my transgression to an honest boor, whose wife had 
lately been delivered of a dead child. He siwore eternal 
secresy, and reared the forsaken being as his own daugh* 
ter — My peace of mind was gone. In motion, or on my 
pillow, the palid image of my Rosamond was floating in 
my sight. In motion or on my pillow, her dying groans 
assailed my ear. To regain tranquility I vowed an expe^ 
dition to the holy land against the Saracens, forsook my 
wife, my child, and country, to follow our emperor Fre- 
derick, the Red-^beard, and in the name of God, to mur- 
der men, who never had oflFended me. Oft as I plunged 
my sword into the vitals of a Saraceui I fancied that his 
blood would cleanse me from my sin. In vain ! I writh- 
ed myself, in anguish, on the holy tomb. In vain ! I im- 
posed severe penance on myself, and went through many 
a weary pilgrimage. In vain ! nor scourge nor absolu- 
tion, could avail to cure the viperous sting of consciencQ 
-^At length I was dangerously wounded in a skirmish, 

F 
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and taken prisoner by the sultan of Babylon. There, for 
twenty years, I languished in the fetters of the infidels, 
till at last, with other knights, I was ransomed by the em- 
peror of the Greeks. Weary of a delusive world, full of 
anxious wishes to behold my family and home, I took a 
pilgrim's staiF, and am this dav returned — I find my wife 
no more, and my daughter (keenly rivetiing his eye upon 
his son] — in the arms of her brother. 

TAe. [petrified with horror) Thunder of heaven I {after 
a pause^ during which he is agitated by the full force t^ 
this discovery J Oh ! my wife ! my children V 

Hu. (closely surveying him aside) 'Tis well-^Speak, 
my soul — What wilt thou do ? ' 

The, Take ray life, or let me have my Adelaide. 

llu. Impossible.^ Thou know 'st the prohibition of the 

Almighty- 

714^. Then, let the Almighty punish me. Why did he 
suffer me to feel affection for her ? I cannot lose her ? 

Hu. Dost thou not tremble.at the rigor of our church ? 

The. I laugh at its rigor and its ban, He that robs me 
of ray wife, can plunge me into no deeper misery* 

Hu, Thou must renounce her. I command it. 

Ihe. I cannot, my fatiier. 

II u. My curse be upon thee ! 

The. I cannot, my father, 

II u. The curse of thy mother be upon thee from her 
grave. 

The. And if every stone should curse me, every gust 
of wind should breathe damnation on me, it matters not 
I cannot — She is my all — And my children. 

Hu* 'Tis well, 'tis right well. Embrace me, my son. 

The. (astonished) How, my father ! 

IIu. Heaven be praised ! Thou hast fulfilled my every 
hope. Be at ease. I wished to prove thy sentiments.— 
Adelaide is thy sister, but therefore is not less thy wife. 
Were such a marriage in such circumstances sinful be- 
fore God, he would have planted natural abhorrence in the 
hearts of both. What is wholesome to society at large, 
is not always a law for a solitary mstance. Be of good 
courage, then, my son, trust in God, love thy wife, endea- 
vor to make^thy childucn honest, ^nd deserve the blessing. 
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wbich^ in this hour, from the fuliiess of my heart, I be- 
ijtow upon thee. 

Tke. Heavens ! My father \ my dear good father ! You 
awake me to new life. You restore to me my senses — 
Alas I They were almost-gone forever. 

Hu. Yet roust Adelaide suspect nothing of all this. A 
vootan's nerves would be too weak for such a shock. In 
a woman's soul auperstition is too deeply rooted. She 
would forever think herself the vilest sinner, and by pi- 
«ius penitence embitter her own days,' as well als thine and 
mine. Let her be as heretofore,^ the daughter of old Ber- 
tram, and, exeept ourselves and hiro, let no one ever dive 
into tlie secret. Where is he, that he may enter into this 
our bond, and chain his oath to ours. Gome nearer, Ber- 
Cram, [opens ttu d^or,) 

BsitT&AM enters. 

Hu. {seizes hi^ hand) Old roan, congratulate me. I 
may now rejoice in safety at my children's happiness. 

The. (emomcinA him) Though thou art not' the fether 
of my Adelaide,. I never shall forget, that to thy instruc- 
tions I am obliged for my good, my faithful wife — 

Bir. (slill always sorrowful) Then you know all ? 

Hu. He knows all. Thy doubts are removed. May 
the sin fall upon me, upon him and bis children ! 

The. DispersiC those hypochondriacal whims, remember 
lil^e passed, but in order that we may rejoite in our pre- 
sent happiness, forget all, only not the love we have for 
thee. 

B6r. My goody noble sire — Ye«, Twill be tranquil — if 
I. can. Ye are a pair of pious, honest knights — Ye wiU 
not trick me out of my eternal happiness* 

Hu^ May God deprive me at mine — though firm in my 
faith — We waJknoton the patbstof darkness, [draws his 
sword) Come ! lay your hand uponuhis sword; and re- 
peat the oath of eternal secresy . 

. # • ■ 

(TheoB'ALD a«df Bertram repeat the oath. Theo*- 
B-AJ-D with a firm ^ but Bertram with a trembling 
TMfice.) - 

Hu^ I %wp\s by God, and aH the saints ! that this tongue 
never shall reveal the secret of Adelaide's birth. If I 



44 ADELAIDE OP WULFINGEN. 

break this promise, may the eternal punishment annexed 
to perjury, faii upon me ! may absolution never restore 
my peace of mind ! may the torments of conscience fol- 
low me, whithersuever despair may drive me I may it 
foilciv^ me to my death-bed, and torment me in mv last 
moments ! May I pray in vain, and when I pray for ^eath, 
may it be to no pui p jse. May no sacrament, no priestly 
. benedictions have power to discharge me from this oath ! 
May the grave to which they once will carry me, also be 
the grave of my secresy. I swear it — so help me God. 
Amen, (sheathes his sword) It is done. Embrace me 
both. The fv-^eling of rest, which these three-and-twenty 
years was strange to me, returns this day to my bosom : 
the serene view of a happy old age brightens again this 
day. I feel so happy, every thing around me appears in a 
more pleasing light. Come, my son ! come to the arms 
of my double daughter ! (Exeunt Theobald and Hugo 

Woe's me ! What have I done ! What shivering per^ 

vades my views ! What anxiety of hell lays hold on 

me! my oath was blasphemy ! — Old sinner — t lie gravis 
already opens before thee — a dreadful crime bows thy 
iicck ! — 1 am the concealer of incest-r— thunder clouds are 

hanging over me — lightening dazzles nxy eyes what 

mountain can conceal me from the sight of the all-seeing 
judge ! {sinis upon a chair, pause) weak old man ! thy 

brains are distracted Cool thy blood, thou seest 

ghosts. Throw a glance upon yonder pious couple, on 
yonder children of innocence, but one glance of humani- 
ty, it needs no more — What fiend, if he had served in hell 
for thousands of ages, what fiend would venture to 
draw upon him the curse of those babes I — But am I not 
threatened by the damnation of the church ! Will they 
not vomit me out of its bosom ? Give me up a prey to 
the torments of conscience in my last hour ? Conscience ? 
have I only a conscience ? Are not Hugo and his noble 
5on partners in the deception ? Does their example con- 
tribute nothing to my ease ? — Ah ! tripp.le chains of love 
fetter those innocent hearts, the lustre of wordly things 
dazzles their eyes, eternity vanishes before their view--^ 
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Eight years have elapsed, and God has suffered this crime 
to pass unpunished, no lightening has struck this castle — 
no nail devastated Wulfingen's JBelds^the husband, the bro- 
ther, the wife, the sister — the offspring of incest — all are 

alive, wake every morning to new happiness --praise 

their maker with sincerity of mind, )ret nothing has hap- 
pened to them. God marked the brother as a murderer, 
why not the incestuous man ? — Audacious tieing! dost 
thou venture to question God's forbearance? to dive into 

his secret counsels '- — Miserable wretch ! art thou 

perhaps chosen to put a stop to those horrors 7 and yet 
darest to be silent ? — look forward to ybur last hours, 
when thou wilt pray for consolation, when the priest re- 
quires thy confession, and before thou canst utter one 
word, an evil spirit strangles thee! When thou art patnting 
for the holy sacrament, and receive it but tQ eternal punish- 
ment ! When thou continuest in thy sins, and the devils 

carry thee before the Almighty's throne ! A- 

way compassion ! — •■ — Away, fear of man ! — I must save 
my soul I 1 must save my soul ! rocks are laying upon 
me ! abysses open below me! (sinks down J noly virgin 
pray for me ! 

Enter the Abbot Cyrillus. 

Cyr. God's blessing upon thee pious Bertramit 

£er, God has sent ybu hither. 

Cyr* What ails thee! thy looks are wild, as if op- 
pressed by heavy sins. 

Ber. Ah ! I am tormented by the tempter. 

Cyr. Then throw thyself into the bosom of the holy 
church, and thou wilt find repose. What is it that tor* 
ments thee ? 

Ber. Venerable man ! thou art pious and learned, 
do a work of compassion, and solve a doubt. — It is well 
known to thee that I was eight years among the heathens, 
many horrid and wicked deeds have I there witnessed, 
und when I sometimes threatened the sinners with God's 
punishment ; I was laughed at, and refuted by reasoning 
4% they called it. 

Cyr. Reason without faiths is a staff" upon the ocean^ 
«U) anchor upon the main land, > 
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hedr:*. a-^.i vtz this c >jpic — ^^'ould you have believed it, 
rtfvereni •.""* joi ?, — were brother and sister ! 

C>i . Striiis a cross, 0".i God ! How long suffering ait 
t^3U. that t:ic torrents of thy clouds, and Sodom's liquid 
sui:>^ur have not yet consumed every dwelling of abomi- 
naiion ! And :hou, old man. darest to ascribe virtues to 
s.ic:. pe-.^p'.c — sinners, %vho wantonly transgress the most 
strrei comnianiT.e-Jii of our God ; who, like the sons 
a.i'i -^iii^hters of men ia the time of our tat aer Noah, 
iiiiW prcvokc the Lord to vengeance ? Dost thou not 
kn">w thdi tiic^c seeming virtues are the wiles of the de- 
ceiver I — I see — «ir.i mv heart bleeds I I sec that t!ie 
h.i:!irn ha^ cvruji^.d tlicc. Haste I haste! thou wao- 
dorlnjT chicken! Y cw* fur refuge beneath the wings of the 
mother church ! Chisicn thy body by fasting and mor- 
tihCc\iion ! Ave Maria, ora pro nobis ! 

B^r, T-rv mujl api^uJ) Then you think, right 
iCa^n^^l sir. that it a true believing christian, — bv chance 

— '.vitl.^v.: kr.owir-:T \i — s:!oiiId have married his sister, 

s u c '. : a :v. ^ r : : ;• 'C c . . ^h: n r i to be valid. 

C". • . H-;!v N rbcrt ! thou oRcndc>t mv car bv such a 

c".- -:::.", — l::ccs: — <ca*. ce d.ires inv to:iri:e pronounce 

E:y. I\^:\::ve -v\ reverend abbot, if I wish to dive U 
the b. ■::,-". of t;:i m-itier. Now, if for manv vears an 
rr.i\".. i:ke thi^, hi been to the surrouiiGiiijr country 
an e\.;!r.-.^.e,^ it hi)j>e;ji an:t well-cduratcd children — 

{.'•.'■. H'^idl I shii-i.iev. \V\»e, woe be oti ihcoffsprirg 
c: ince<t:i V.;'; i:rcrc.^i;i-*o— Or, think'st thou then, that 
sin i<: ie<s a si:\ bcrau^c the drcadi':;! consequences arc 
n.n yis:h;c to shori-siirhted mortals ? Thiiik'st thou that 
a iMtT i? loss a thier'. because h.c revels in apparent jieace 
r.pon the profits of hi'i spoil ? — who is -^'^{c to fathom 
the Io:i«j sufieiinj; v>f Go.l r Who is able to unveil his wi^c 
dciigMN, if his arm be slow in Jaunchimr the aven<rin«r 
bolt !> ^ o b 

AVr. Oh reverend sir ! Answer me but another ques- 
tion. What must he do, who x^ privy to a sin like this ? 
Cyr. Go, and deliver up the gaiUy'to oS'ended justice, 
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lest, at the latter day, he be condemned together with 
them. 

Ber. But if they be his benefactors — 

Cyr* Who is his first benefactor ? God. Who has 
the first, most sacred claim upon his duty ? God. 

Btr. But if he be bound to keep this secret by an 
oath — 

Cyr^ Woe be unto him, who has, in the delirium of 
his sins, been led away to such an oath ! Mistake not. 
God is not mocked. Has not the church alo>e the 

Eower to bind and to absolve ? To break this oath would 
e the first step towards repentance. 

Btr, {Beyond himself^ kneels down) Oh reverend abbot ! 
Hear the confession of a miserable sinner. 

Cyr» [Observing him attentively) No, Bertram — This 
place is not proper for the dispensations of' our holy 
office. 

Ber» Hear me, for God's sake, reverend sir ! You have 
wounded me in my most tender part ! You have oierced 
my conscience ! You have poured glowing fire through 
all my bones ! For God's sake hear mfc ! Alas I If — oh, 
if at this moment, the angel of death should seize me, 
and I should be called to render up my spirit, liaiden with 

this weight of sin, without confession and absolution 

Oh ! have compassion on me, reverend abbot ! You are 
a servant of the Almighty, and^oni'may, at any time, 
converse with the Ahnighty.^^^*"^ ' 

€yr. Proceed, then. ' 

Ber. 'Tis now some twenty years ago, that early In the 
morning. Sir Hugo walked into my hut. But a tew hours 
before, my wife had been delivered of a dead child* 
'* Bertram,*' said he as he threw back his cloak, and 
showed a new-born infant, "' I knoW thee to be honest, 
and I place confidence in thy honesty. Behold this girl. 
She is the fruit of an unhoUowed hour, when I forgot thQ 
faith, which I had sworn for ever to my wife. Her mo- 
ther is no more. The child is helpless. Take care of 
it. Let it be rearedas. thy own daughter. Here is money 
for the purpose" 

Cyr. Just Heaven! The icalcs fall from my eyes. 
This child — 

Ber. Is Adelaide. 
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Cyr. The wife of her brother. 

Bfr. And mother of two boys. 

Cyr. Wretch ! And thou didst not hinder^ 

Bcr. Reverend abbot, you forget 1 was a prisoner. 

Cyr. (Checking himself) Is Adelaide acquainted with 
this dreadful stor)' ? 

Ber. She believes me to be her father. 

Cyr, Holy Virgin! Holy Norbert ! What a discovery! 
(Aside) Excellent this will answer. 

Ber. What think you first of doing reverend sir ? 

Cyr. (With feigned humility) I am a weak mortalg 
like thyself. Judge not, and ye shall not be judged. I 
hasten to the temple of the Lord, to watch, this ni^ht, 
at the steps of the altar, and chasten myself with fastmg 
and mortification. Perhaps, God may be pleased to 
favour his servant with a revelation of his will. 

Ber. I beg then, reverend sir, that you would grmt 
me absolution. 

Cyr. Appear at the confession«>chair to*morrow after 
matins, and I will then impose some penance on thee, 
that thou may'st, with a pure heart, receive the holy 
sacrament. 

Bcr, Willingly, oh how willingly would I wound my 
back with the sharpest scourges — would I kneel till the 
flesh was worn from my knees, — would I fast until my 
body was a skeleton, — it I thereby could rescue the un- 
happy pair from everlasting damnation. [Goes 

Cyr. Joy ! Joy ! The day is won. The period of 
silence is now at an end. I laugh at her rigid looks. I 
laugh at her unshaken fidelity. Shall. I, like a fool, any 
longer stammer forth these distant hints ? No. With 
open front will I declare my passion. Some degree of 
courage always will be felt, when addressing one who is 
not totally devoid of guilt. — Welcome, old Bertram, 
welcome ! Hail to thy devout simplicity ! It brings mc 
nearer to the goal of my desires, than love, though 
armed with cunning. [Goes 

END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT IK 



The same saloon as in the third act. 
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C'^ttitLtis dnd AtyzLkih^ enter. 

« 

Cj^r. At lasti lioble laiy ycm h&Ve understdod ifft 
.Wink. .. 

Ade. {Rather hurt) Youf ivlrtkj rclrfcrciid abbbt ! — «i 
You inus£:tle dt^pos^d to j^st. A {)ious piri^t, An hMest 
•iriftr-aiRi a wink ! Mow cart these agree ! Secrets I hare 
none, even at ^t confession- thaif. 

Cjr.. £mbteiA -df Viittte ! You misuhdersttthd me^ 
Methought that to us both the time seemed long; and 
tberefoit'lfirVitak. The knlgW* afe sitdnif with full 
goblets^' an4 relating tales of tfhivalry and- wan' Mf 
garb or&iliS'S6briety in me« My ^r is m6r^ accu^omed 
to the psalten You too are out of place^ When sealed it 
these revels;* The horrid deserij^trbns of fl^tabbtng and of 
hewing, of murder^ and of fire, must hilit your t^det 
heart. Can you theA think itt6 Wrong if^ for thk lAef of 
ffiihier conversfatidfij I have drawn yoU hither. ^ . 

Ade. Did yoil observe how ir^ bo^Sf with Open^iMuthsj 
hurig oh &iif Htigo'^ ^otiif Dii ydU OMttre, hbW 
my spitidie evtfti sMietimes 'fell'bpon my Id^, when hcf 
recounted; in sUtli adiAitabl^ t^ms^, hi? feats attiOng thdi 
Saifacens'? . i aktt?end> With raptut^to such c(angerous ex- 
ploits, WheW elated by a' hunible knight^ I feel i( f/ldasufiS 
m the pain. I l^old- my breathy And n^tert to his ^VerV 
sy liable^ Nay, more than diStet I st^efdrfrom thy seat With 
a* loud ^ri^r, when' my hent^ iibaginatioh saw the fauU 
chion sweej) within a hand's breadth of his k'cad'. 

Cyr. i.ike a (ihild wlien^Kst^ing to iti/ i^urse's tales. 

Ade. And aS' hkppy as tfafelt child. 

Cyr. Sjch' stories sefVe but ta kiflaMe thrfsmty, and 
to Cause bad dreatflSi 

Ade. A bad dream' is pl^itsant too, for iht sakt^ of 
waking 

Cyr. Faif lady, you ar<$ fond of contradiction. 

Adi, I hope my husband is not of the same opinlvn^ 

G 
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QfT. Your buibind I ereiy third wtnii Mint V* JpMT 
busband. Do you Iive(,tbca,for him alone? 

^. I tboold thinti&^jsid^t^ abbot.' i- 

*;' Cjrr. And, on bia'accboht, renounce' ill int lijbli 

. TutuetP ...c ■—. 1* .v. t'. >."■' '-.ii. ■■■*.' •*■■' "" ' ■''- ■ 

jUt. tW weicp irron^ Nor, does be rr^iin ^ 
But where<-«w It^{liAnv>nnP4nr.t«i«"f:tuMi titmf 
•incethe hit ttmrnameirt, at Rcf^mlnn^, I iMve 'Mt 
leit our cattLe. Here jio one ever visits us, except our 
»:crn ol.l uncle, who prefers the pictures in this tootn, 
.10 all the conversation of a simple woman. 

C^r. Then, to my visits you pay no regard ? 
■ Ai/t- Your, visits, reverend abbot! Why, yes. Have 
1 ever been uncivil to you ? And even if I were, your 
pffice teaches you to bear with the latlings of your 
Hock. 

Cyr. Yet not to hold my peace, tut by good advice 
^ndeavoitf to amend them. Your conduct to me borders 
on disdain, (wiifi a look ef tenderness) and 1 have not 
deserysd it from you. 

jlt^e. Nor was I conscious of it. The re^-eretce which 

your office must exacl 

;. Qyr* ii'of little value (o the heart. . w- ■ ' - • 

Ade. Have you aheant :(oo? .: I thougbt.^it.wu took 
duty.Mt-FBnounce it, wbe(i,yw received, riw- tbifiure. 
- Cyr. My duty 1 Ve\ Yet jt wjli often Jebfll agjuntt 
my linclinitiion. AU i^^Mjc oaths .and '^fremHaitt axe 
hut a farc,e, to catch t^ inuhitwle. The chur^ ia tuM 
so cri^l' lo-her childrcntnTp he, dn enatiptp to the 
world, vre. mutt appet^Tiiq^bp-^wr, chwtCii ^and^edtenU 
But toret^uire, that, ifl .aFi^Y^t^ tpd^iijp bathflbputldbe 
inviolable, wercto magpi^.themoillc to anW^. 
. ji^t. {Seriously} yoli^^i.fMii^.f^ doif nag w^ab:f Oivet 
beard before. - . , , ....;■,: :■ i .■■ r. ;.' .,-■ ■'/ . . . 

iyr, JJfible lady, ui^^und nie lights. > toean to 
■ay, the virtue of a moi^al nmst, be. reckoned in .propor- 
lion to hi»istren^h. ,1 pyafijf :cap solcmoJji'gweiu, tbet 
since I wore this sacred garb, I iiever .l»Ve dcpancd 
froiB.i]9y iim/. {IViti i^crtfiUng UnderveU)'. 3iit there 
are master pieces of creation, to which all vowa, and 
«H religion' aie in v^in pppOMid* wjicrq - thfi ^e forgeta 
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St«elf, the mouth. becomes a liar in its prayer, and the 
heart enters on its rights. 

Ade. (With cold humility) Reverend abbot let us 
return to the knights. 

Cyr. No, noble lady. That I must not suffer. My 
looks must long have been no riddle to you. Long 
have I been unable to 'conceal my trouble and confusion* 
Your image follows me to the mass, the confession- 
chair, and to the altar. [Seizes her hand) Fair lady, I 
love you. 

Adfe. [With the full sensation of that dignity which is 
the constant companion of virtue) What have I done, 
sir, that has inspired you with audacity to make so in- 
famous a declaration ? Have I ever been forgetful of 
my duty ? Have I ever borne the semblance of a painted 
harlot ? Have my eyes ever wandered round me ? Ha* 
any unguarded word ever betrayed an unchaste heart ?— - 
And you dare to avow your love to me — dare, in the " 
presence of God, surrounded by the spirits of my hus- 
Dand's ancestors, to attack that nuptial fidelity which I 
Vowed in your hands. 

Cyr. Be not enraged, fair lady 

Ade. Enraged ! No. I despise you, and haste into Sir 
Theobald's arms, that I may complain of the indignity, 
which has so daringly been offered to the companion of 
his bed. 

Cyr. [Hindering her attempts to go) Hold, Adelaide! 
as yet my eye is beaming with affection. You know 
how nearly a rejected passion is allied to hatred, and 
revenge. Beware ! 

Adc. Leave me sinner ! Thou art a dishonour to thy 
habit, and cover'st villainy with the venerable mantle of 
religion. 

Cyr. [Holding her fast) With a single epithet I can 
annihilate thee. 

Ade. Where can slander find an epithet, able to anni- 
hilate virtue P 

Cyr» Incestuous. 

Adc. You have lost your senses. 

Cvr. Thou art thy brother's wife. 

Ade. You have 'lost your senses. 

Cyr. Never were tliey clearer. Thou need'st but ask 
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old Bcrtrun. Tbou need'u bntask. iby (wlut &haU I, 
ca\\ him wihei-in-law.) At once wife aiwl liticr — ;«< 
once WM and motba. A goodiy Eamily in traih '• — 

y/y«. Fo<f ct not, sir, tiut you must teadei full account 
of wfaji vou now dccUrc 

Cyr. Actouni ! Why cot ? Do you stippose iluu thero 
is any want of proofs ? One word bmv iufnc*. You are 
tbc uftpring of a happy hoiu. m which Sir Hugo leve]. 
led on the chamu of some poor wench. Benram wai 
but your foMcr father. The heathens carried him away,, 
and you become your brother'* wife, 

jiJe. This is too much. Rcmeinber ibai I am a wife 
and mother, thai you aie plunging a soul into despair^ 
Retraa your dreadful dcclaraiiou. or produce sointt' 
testimoDy of lU truth. 

Cyr. Arc you not utis&ed with the confession of olii 
Bcilram, which be, toitgemcdby hjt conscience, has oto' 
(rusted to my car ? 

AJe. Heavens ! It is not — cannot be. 

Cyr. "Tis even thus, fair iady* Yet need you feel no. 
fear, while J remain your friend. Collect yourself. AIIi 
may yet be well. Away with that rigid look ! Learn to 
Xnow and esteem my l)cart. You can no longer be Sir 
Theobald's wife. I muU icpwt vriM b» bappeiicd;t» 
the holy chair at lUme. bxtytju well Itoow, that aU de, 
p6nds upon the mode in which I report it. I will coBr 
trive, that instead oF being punishedt yoush>Hbc.fx£d in 
the neighbouring nunnery at Si^mar, for your life . -- - 

r^nuMmnaery, ny heayteous Adelaide, i> by a lubunano- 
«■■ rood, connected with my abbey. The abbess ij my 
friencl. You slull want nothing, and your afiectiente 
Cyrilius wiU esteem Jiimself a happy man, in sweeteninj 
your solitary hours. 

AJe. £cum of infamy I bence, thouinfcnialhypocrite! 
Revere my misery I Revere the sufferings of vittiie— ! — 
Thou never ihalt degrade me .to a deed unwwtby of that 
title. 

Cyr. fxasper^ue me not. Remember that your fata 
|eits in my hiuids. ' ■ '•■ 

^de. Sayinthehandiof God. 

Or. poyoustiUfcsittmylove ? AA you dttwjnine^ 
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to drag me* by compulsion to a vengeance the most horn* 
bie ? 

Adt* Begone, villain ! Obey the devil, whom thou 

Cyr, Enough ! As you are deaf to the voice of a friend* 
hearken to the priest of God — In the nanie of the crucifi« 
ed, I pronounce damnation on you ! In the church Lpro- 
nounce its ban upon you ! Cursed be Theobald-^-dNH his 
incestuous wife ! Cursed be their children j and their 
children's children ! Let no true believer have compassion: 
on their hunger and their thirst. Let fire and water be dew 
nied them through the holy Roman empire ! Let him be 
defiled who dares to touch them 1 Let this castle, the seat 
of rank abomination, be demolished, and not one stone 
left upon another ! Let the armour of the knight be bro*, 
ken at his feet ! Let him and the partner of hi» infamjr* 
be chaioA^d together to a pile of wood, and vomit forth 
their sinful souls amid&t the flames, to the glory of God's 
commandments ! Then, head-strong being, when the fire 
iBhall have^ reached thy hair, and when the smoke already 
chokes (hy utterance, then call in vain for succour and- 
relief to the despised Cyniius. With the smile of satis, 
fied revenge, I'll listen to thee, and withdraw the glowing 
coals, to feast upon thy lengthened sufferings. (Goes. 

Ade, Heavens ! what is the meaning of all this ? — My 
joints totter My head swims 1 cannot yet con- 
ceive thehorrorS'Of my situanon. I fancy all a dream — 
and look around for some kind soul who can relieve me 

from it. But in. vain! • Whichever way I look — 

or here — or there — despair is standing with a ghastly grin. 
—Bertram's dubious conduct now too plainly verifies the 

dire assertion ! Oh ! from the summit of happiness 

and peace, thus, in a moment, plunged into the bottom- 
less abiss of desolation ! ^ Nor I alone ^my hus- 
band — children Heavens ! My children ! 

Is there then no possibility of saving them ? —will 

not one sacrifice atone for all to God and to the church ? 
I am ready— T^-: — J'll fly into the deserts — waste my life 
in dreary solitude — mourn in distant cloisters — mercy on- 
ly, mercy on Theofrald, and his guiltless children !— On 
me alone fall the vengeance ot the Lord < — against me a* 
Jone, who, forgetful of myself, dared to exchange the 



Amk^AlUM^Q^ mUVWIUMMUm. 



the Mrd ttnetcbed out — not apint Iiub, 

to kit bridbd cbaaAar.aiid now finds die ginvc «f 
jui the anas fit kb uda I i i A iwy I 

fiect cw nolaiifltr H^poft dWB ! •^. 
i|^ tiytcif jgiffen ttwnr hohr cm 
nay utvahimfihfuam^Mgiah^sr^Aim !: 'is aH 
/rUs Iqrpocfkcy 
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iiafliy chiUicn. and mrxhiidnaPM 
tbcr'^ wrenched £tte wiU jwtjdo 
aapjbibiiejisaU ! : ^ ■ Oh j to 

amrlaw^! into the gvdoi , 

5(hhii» thii. cattle isa covfonien hI oqr gnikl 

■ Jiff. Ohl the nnlinijiT ririinir 1 1111111 ahiailjii I 

lly daiigliifr ! My dear duuritrr I i 

^i/^. (recovering) Ab! Repeat, that name !--*Give me 
life agsun — Declare once more I am your daughter. 

(Bertram silently raises her.) 

(Seizes his hand hastily) Come hither, father! It was 

false. Was it not ? — That Monk is full of poison. 

Poisonous wicked lies ! — Were they not, my father ? 

(Bertram is silent.) 

You do not answer. Perhaps you do not understand 
my words — He has dared to say that I am not your daugh* 
tcr — and 1 love you so tenderly ! 

(Bertram atempts to speaks hut cannot.) 

You want to speak. I understand you. 'Twas silly to 
torment myself lor su^h a reason. — Your Adelaide is but 
a child* 
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(Bertkau tkrozas his arms round her neck^ and 
sobs A 

With what affection do you share your daughter's 

Srief I — Who cStri now doubt that you are my father ? 
cace ! Peace ! — 'twas but a phantom! 'Tis past, and 

lam welt again. / 

. . 1 I • ' 

(Bertram /2ir;i.r away, raises his hands, and prays 
in silence.) 

Heis ptaying. I ought not to disturb him, - But my 
heart ! My heart ! It will burst from my bosom* Dear fa- 
ther ! Let me only hear one syllable. With one single 
syllable! "will be content. I own that my alarmUs folly, 
yet — think — your child is now before you*. •^* ^V 

/"Bertram sobs and continues to pray*) 

Good heavens ! Is it then so difficult but once to call 
me daughter? While I was. little, when at atiy tihie you 
held me on your knee, and I was playing with your beard/ 
I've often heard you say: ♦'Dear child, thou art my only 
. joy.'' And now. surely I cannot have ofFendfcd you. — '• — 
Oh, quick ! — Call me iyour; daughter I — Quick ! my fa- 
ther ! Think but, if that were true which the vile monk 
declared — Your poor Adelaide— —and the poor litttlc 
children — • • ♦ 

• ■ • • • ' 

(Bertram remains in his former position, weeps bit 
tirly, and is. scarce able to stand,) 



■ J 



(Raising her voice to the highest pitch of angnish} — r 
Yet speak ! — Father ! father ! — Oh 1 speak to me \- 



(shaking him) Call me daughter ! For God's sake J call 
me daughter ! 

Ber. (falling to the earth J Nol Thou art not my daugh- 
ter! 

Ade. (wringing her hands iti d^pair : bursts through 
a side door into the garden)/ OhtGoA ! Oh, God ! . 

Ber. {raising himself with dijiculty ) The; c.up is 
empty to its; -last dregs. I'll follow her. D^spair.has hur> 
riiea her away, and may perhaps lead her to Uie «dge> oi 
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M^ MMp pfrcipictt# or trnxhtHw^Jl^vk,' .iFH fSUW 
her, and if my learch be Vain « plunge after hen (GvlrA. 

Ab. {utjeantd hnw^^mr) tfovr, reverend j|Um I conU 
jroo vanish thui« ere you had pledged a wdcome to me« 
m the gpUa a ynamrKlfd «^aif «nn»? YiM papw Atn« 
are mk in general averse to wine* 

C^.^WuNTthMftill^facaiftofnMn. MflM 
ingtanAi»deadtofviM)rJQ|P4 / . i 

/f«i JbMi^f iH<sH»ayha>ehaK nfUed sah?> 
/^>uawM* <i | in i n a rtoB »^lhe , s w> i M ta y tii^^ 

A. Ohl tUnkrWijoMiWM Tbif jinrid «riy iMiber 
go worse nor better than it did a thoosand years since, and 
.will, another J w wi iand he«Mk It t—rnannJ^nrii stttn- 
blos over good and bad. The bad we generally ourselves 
inraw HE'ttS' ws^« 

<>r. Sir/hnig^4Mai» n^ m*' Tfa* bdf laariWB)ifar 
irespeca*^ ^'' 

iki. Nor Jung tr than'is needfal to^ pwam? vowtritftsoiBfe- 
gifts, which I coHccted for yoar abbey when iii Falestiittfi 
A f?(om twrg from the crown of Christ, grceit awd^ us^ 
withered i a splinter of the holy cross^ on which a drop 
of blood has fallen, that no hand is able to wash ofil — ^ 
And a piece of the garment^ for which the sohHei^ cast 
Jots. £nter, and receive these reliques from the hands 
of my son. 

Cyr. Not from his, nor Ucvtkycmt faau'diBv Si» kni^t* 

Hu. No ! — Well — as you please. What has entered 
your head now ? 

Cjrr. Have you patience to hear me ? 

Hu. Yes, if yeu- be not too tedious* Foi', Ihc iWntf 
sparkles in the cup. 

Cyr. Stretched at midnight,' sleepless ili my cell; I felt 
a strange oppression at thy breast, and big drops stood^ 
upon my clay cold brow^. 

Hu. You had eat toorfiuch before you wtent to benft 

Cyr, Scoffer ! know that I speak ' in the name of the 
Almighty, Already I bad prepared to leave niy coucb^ 
and enter on some penance^ when suddenly a mbi^ -than- 
mortal light illuminated my celL I lighted up my cy^* 
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and lb, the angel of the Lord stood before me iri Isilow- 
•whitc raiment. His forehead was covered with a cloud* 
in his right hand he held a sword* Then I fell down on 
my face, and prayed. 

Hu. f Smiling) Well ! what said the heavenly mesa 

•enger ? 

Cyr. ("Significantly J Hq said : •' Among thy floek are 
tainted sheep, and from the hand of the shepherd,, shall I 
require their soiils- in the last day/' 
Hu. Was this all ? 

Cyr. {More significantly) He said : ** Sin has lifted 
up her head. The seed of destruction has taken root. 
The dark ages, which went before the flood, are come 
again." 

Hu. Well ! Further ! . 

' Cyr. [Rivetting his eyes upon him) tie said : " Men 
have transgressed the holy law of marriage. They have 
become the seducers of innocence, and have given their 
daughters to be wives unto their sons." 

Hugo and Theobald are thunderstruck. 

Now, sir knight ! why thus altered ? Whither is yoUr 
sportive scoffing humour fled ? Will you hear me more ? 
He said : •* Arise ! Arm thyself with the church's ban. 
Report this abomination to the sacred representatives of 
Saint Peter, that he may snatch the incestuous wife fromr 
her brother's arms, that he may destroy all, which has 
been generated in the lap of sin, that he may utterly 
extinguish this race which is a shame unto the righteous, 
that he may give both the root and branches to the 
flames, and scatter the fishes to the four winds of 
Heaven. [Goesi 

Hu C After a pause) We ire lost^ my son. God 
has given us into the hands of a blood-thirsty rnonk^ 

The. Heavens ! How is it possible— 

Hu. How ! Bertram is perjured- — that is evident. 
The appearance of the angel is a pious fraud. 

The. Then shall this sword be plunged into the hoary 

traitor's 

Hu. Hold, my son ! First rescue^ then revenge* 

The. Alas ! How is lescue possible P He is goi^t, \0 
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.bcUov fonf) oar wretchrd nory, poUoned with all lut 
.nncour. lu ibe Urutic prieui ai Ronie. Nothing bow 
.nouim, bui ru close the gatct of our cattle, and fight 
tilt iif huge will) ihall fall upon our heads. 

tia. Ni>, My »on. That were only uiuvaiHng rash- 
nc»*. The Roman church will call on cver^- k.niebt 
througlKMii Ihe empire. All our neighboun, fticods, 
rcUitom, mkil direct their arms agaian lu. What 
can'u tifiu oppotc to such a force ? 

The. Rcsoluiion to die. Resolution, with this band, 
lo sl^y my wife and chiltlren, and tbcEt tu buiy myself 
beneath ihe ruins of otir casilc. 

Hu. 'Tis well. 1 rejoice to find thou an a man. Be | 

this our last resource. ] 

Tke. Our last and only resource. I hasten to male J 

pn'parations. lo provide ourselves with victuals, to re- l 

pair our walls, collect loy followers- 1 

Jiu. Be not so rash, my son. /'RefieciiagJ Has fMe, 1 
then, )eh no other means i 

TJke. None hul ignominious flight. 
liu. Ignominious! Why ignominious ? It a hero less 
courdgeruis, if he forsake ihe uncertain shelter of an oak, 
because the approaching lightning tlireatens to rend it 
from iis base i- 

' Tht, £&ou^ I Let «s fly. Let w turn o«r bkcks 
upon this castle, and, in some distant coontrr, seek a hat 
large enough to hold a loving couple, attull enoiwh to 
escape the eyes of our pursuers.. — Heavens! What a 
tboiuhl dans across my mind! — Mistivoil HoneM 1 
old Miftivoi! {Draws ovt the HmIJ of tiering) My 
Jalber, this toketi of ho^kality was given me by aha- 
then. 'L'Hie did 1 iaiagine, I so soon sfaouU use k. 
Ba. No, my son. Flight brings us no nearer to o«r 

purpose feace. Flight is impossible, at least so long 

as Adelaide is unprepared. Wh^t pretence couid'st thou 
urge for hef following ihee P To conceal the truth from 
her would be impossible, and to disclose it, highly 
dangerous. Thou know'tt my thoughts upon this tnb- 
ject. She is a woman. 

The. True — but a woman far above her sex ; nt^ls 
and exalted in her sentincntSi ptouc without supenckion. 
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stedfast, and resolute in danger. And do you reckon 
nothing in her love for me ? 

Hu, All, my son. But thou know'st not how firmlv 
prejudices, which have been instilled in childhood, 
are rooted in the soul of woman, and the more firmly, 
the less they are loosened by an acquaintance with the 
world. Hast thou not to-day confessed to me, thyself, 
that it was only the last bloody scene of desolation, 
which had proved to thee the cruelty and injustice of 
excursions for our church ?— No. I have hit upon 
* another plan. Thou know'st, that, to defray the ex- 
pences or mv journey to the holy land, I mortgaged 
Kappach and Simmern to the abbey. Let us find the 
abbot, and, as the price of secrecy, make him a full 
donation of these two villages. The avarice of a priest 
will secure to us what zeal for God's honour never will 
tolerate. 

Tke. But howt if he refuse- 



Hu. 'Twill then be soon enough to think of other 
means. Come ! Let us- haste, ere in the rage of blind 
fanaticism, he has roused against us, the whole body of 
the church. fAs he goes) Fool that I was, to think that 
I could bribe a monk with reliques ! As if they wanted 
help to make as i>nanyas they pleased !-» ^ [^TAey g9 

» 
TAe stage remains clear Jar a Jew minutes. '^ Ade- 
laide, with dishevelled hair, downcast head, and 
cheeks pale as death, slowly enters the saloon. A wild 
rolling oj her eyes, and, at intervals, a Jaint contracted 
smile, betray the absence oJ her reason. 

Ade. Still am I left alonei — Every living creature 
shuns me. — I was in the garden : — The birds flew from 
me: — Not a butterfly came near me : — Every flower I 
touched sunk shrivelled to the ground. — I looked towards 
Heaven : — The sun withdrew behind a cloud* — What 
is- to become of me ? — I am the most desolate wretch on 
earth.— Who will have pity enough to kill me ?^Look* 
ing wildly at the pictures) What men are these around 
me. with swords girt on their sides ? — All stare at 
me. — and yet the blades start not from their scabbards. 
{Kneeling before the picture nearest to her) Have com* 
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panion on me. thou that lookcst so sternly at me ! — ^Rid 
the earth of a mootter ! — Or, if thou think thy sword 
too noble to be stained with my incestuous blodd, lift 
op that foot, and« with its iron armour, tread on my neck, 
as on a poisonous womu— I ask in vain!— *Tis my doom, 
to linger here, a pray to all the agonies of conscience^ — If 
I could but prey — ^if any one would but prey for 
me.— -Where are my children ?«— (5A«4tfm«^) (^hiidrenl 
Have I children ?-— Have I a husband ? — ^I am not 
a mother. — I caiuiot be a mother. — ^What I have 
bom has been the brood of hell. Satin's grin was ming« 
led with the ^rst smile of my babes.-— -*-Guide them 
hither, ^reat Avenger, that I may sprinkle these massy 
walls with their brains, collect their scattered limbs, 
consume their bones with fire, and give them to the 
hurricane, to sweep the dust aloh ! — f Sinks exhausUd 
^Pon a seat. — A fmuse) Where am I ? — My eyes are 
dim.-— Methinks it must be eveningt — AU is so stills— so 
atill ! — ^Nobird is singing. — Not a gnat is humming.Ti-The 
sun sets«-— To-morrow, pcrhapi, ne will throw his ear«. 
fiest beams upon my grave, and kiss a tear from my dear 
brother's check. — ^Whcre will they dig my grave ?— Be- 
neath the lime-trees towards the East ?-^Oh no ! — Among 
the nettles, under the wall of our church-yard. — ^They 
will fix a small black cross upon it. — " The Lord have 
mercy on her soul. "-^ Yes. — Die — I will die — 1, and 
my poor children. Without him I cannot live ; with 

him I musi not live. God will judge us. He will 

cleanse their tainted souls for millions of years in pur- 
gatory, and, at last, receive the innocents among his 
angels. — The idea dawns. — To die! — No evil spirit has 
inspired that thought. [Kneels) Holy mother of God ! 
Behold, a sinner kneels before thee in the dust ! Mer- 
cifully dei^n to look upon me, and if the dark design of 
death, which broods within my soul, he not the de- 
lusion of my own brain, or the instigation of the tempter, 
oh ! vouchsafe some miracle to me, thy handmaid ! 
Steel my breast, nerve my hand, and arm me with some 
instrument of murder^ that J may discover, thou ^ 

with me { 
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WiLiBALD and Ottomar enter^ 

Wil, {with a dagger in his hand) Mother ! mother I 
look at this dagger — My grandfather took ii from the Sa» 
racens — See how it glitters. 

Ade, {dreadfully alarmed) I am heard ! 

Wil, Only look, mother ! only look I • 

^Adelaide nW tremblings starts a/Wilibald, 
walks slowly to him as if intending to catch something by * 
surprise^ and snatches the dagger from his hand. J 

{Affrighted) Dear mother it's sharp ! \ 

Ade. Is it so ? 

fShe looks wildly at the dagger^ at hex children^ and 
then again at the dagger. By degrees her wildness^of^ 
tens into sorrow. She heaves deep sighs, and at length 
weeps,) 

Ott. {creeping to her and fawning J Dear mother, What's 
the matter ? 

JVil. Are you ill, dear mother ? 

Ade. Ill ! very ill — weak, very weak. Blessed mother 
of the Crucified, complete thy miraclQ ! Oh strengthen 
jnc ! 

Ott. {pulls Wilibald sorrowfully) Come brother 1 

WiU Come, and let us pray for my mother. {goings 

Ade, {hastily intercepting their twoy^ Whither would 
you go ? — Bdck ! — {Drags them to the front of the stage) 
Back ! spawn of hell ! — This arm is consecrated by the 
Lord — Ah ! Ye shall not escape it. Immortal strength 

is given to this hand ! Tremble ! Your hoiir is 

come .' • 

Ott. (creeping behind Wilibaldj Oh brother ! What 
does she mean ? 

Wil. Dear mother i my father will be coming soon— ' 
Let us go to meet him. 

Ade. Father, said'st thou ? — Who is thy father ? - 

Ha ! Viper ! — Must thou still recal it to my mind ? {lifts 




iferheiftM 

fffl M . wwgfrfaBt Jrtm Jg-i— / ■ 

^h-!'lf:.i Cr sr^^ rtfdlht ch.ljrrm. frfiMJ tkeim 

ttate to lur Iuati, and meepi hlt^ly.} 

Bofk. (kamginiOHheT Meet amJ cMrranag ttrj Dor 
mothrr ! 

jH/u In vain don ilie kcth *aue oC A^ exact Ae 
mardcr of (bcae swea inoocenu. Tbcy aac the frvK oi 
infamy, an aboicinaiioc both to God and warn. Look .' 
yc iiMMwable judges, look d tbiigailtleu »■•&■( bee— 
In Irutb, if Saun be concealed behind tbis inatk. no wmw 
ier be so easily icduces uimi. Tliis child has robb'd 
another of an egg. This ii the heaviest tnn^rcssion, 
and he heartily repeats it. 

Olt, 1 do indeed, dear mother. 

AJe. He has prayed too, this moming. His pnycr 
was not the gobble of a vile dissembling monk. Twai 
that pure praise, which God has prqwed for himself, 
from-ihe mouths of infants. No — m the eyeo{God„yoB 
arc forgiven, you and your parenu : for they knew not 
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what they did. Come, children, — Help your mother to 
seek consolation in your father's arms. {As*sh^ is goings 
she suddenly starts trembling back) Woe be upon me ! 
What am I about to do ? Some infernal spirit is tiding to 
delude me — is trying to rob me of my last and only con- 
solation — happiness hereafter. 'Till now I have been ig- 
norant, and the mercy of my judge will pardon me. But 
the next embrace must be eternal death — In vain does the 
tempter whisper to me : ** *Tis but fraternal love. A 
sister sure may .clasp a brother to her heart." Begone, 
ye lures to sin ! — I cannot command ray heart. *Tis the 
heart of a fond loving wife — a sister's love is foreign to it. 
— God has passed his heaviest denunciation upon incest* 
— Did not the abbot say this ? — Did he not curse me and 
n\y children ? — -Did not the holy Virgin arm me by a 
mn-acle ? — Was it not the finger of the Highest, which 
pointed tothe sacrifice, ordained to be offered to him by 
my hands ? — Oh temporal and eternal welfare of my chil- 
dren, the most sacred of a mother's cares, what will be- 
come of you, if, in this hour my strength forsakes me ? — 
Come nearer, my pretty ones. Tell me what you mean 
to do, should you ever become men ? 

Wit. ril be a brave knight, like my father, 

Ott. So will I, mother. 

WiL 1*11 do good to the poor, protect widows and or- 
phans, and rescue the oppressed : for my father says, 
these are the duties of a knight. 

Ott. ril do all this too, mother. 

Ade. Will you indeed ? — Alas ! no. You' never can 
be knights — No one will ^ngase with you — No one will 
draw his sword against you— Your name will he erased 
from heraldry The badge will be torn from your hel- 
mets — Your horses will be slain — Your amiour broken, 
and your shield trodden upon. Overwhelmed with ig- 
nominy, you will fly the lists, and curse the breasts which 
cave you suck. You will take refuge in deserts and xxk 
forests : will turn your backs on the demesnes of yoqr fore- 
fathers, and be pursued into every quarter by the church's 
ban — The pious ftian will strike a cross when he espies 
you at a distance — The dastardly assassin will, unpunisfa^ 
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nl, plonge a ilagger in your Iieans, and give your i".irCi(» 
JM for ffoJio ravenous vultures — No — {seizes tke^ag' • 
rer) N« '■ Rather shall >ou perish by a moiher's hand— 
Never shall any base poliroon be able to attack you ! — 
Never sliall yuur name be marked with infamy ! Never 
«hall whispering sUitder (e!l your mother's crime! Yc 
ihall not wander in the wilderness, scratching the earth 
for food, suing to the clouds of heaven for drink, cursing 
the creator and your own existence. My soul was pure 
and undefiled when 1 conceived you. My soul is pure 
and undcfiltd in this sad hour — Oh God, their spirits 
came from thee. Thou gavest ihem to me. Take them 
back, and hereafter let me find thee at thy throne fguiver. 
tng and almost ieyotid her sfl/)Why do you tremble, chil- 
dren ? — Why do you look at me stf fearfully ? — Do jot 
tremble — You will be happy — You have prayed — You 
have done nothing wrong— — ^Come hither, Wilibald, 

■ Embrace me Embrace your mother once 

again. 

IVtL {tmhracing her) Dear mother 

Ade. /"plttngfs Ike dagger into his back to the hill) — 
Faicwell 1 btioved child, farewell ! 

(WiLi«ALD sinks, with afainf groan, at his notker's 
■/eel, toriihes his body, and expires.) 

Oil. {skuddering-J Oh, my brother • 

Ade- {fixing her eye instantly upon the corpse) There ! 
'tis done ! But another struggle ! — But one convulsion 
more ! — Now he's dead — the spirit gone — its tenement 
momentary — There soars the liberated soul — Its chains 
■re broken — A more than mortal lustre folds it— And see 
—an angel takes charge of him— leads him with friendly 

guidance to the throne of God^There he standi ! >- 

Sweet babe 1 — Why. art thou there alone ? — Where is thy 
brother ? 

Ott. {who in the mean time has crept into a corner^ 
kneels, and raises his little hands) Dear mother, let me 
live ? 
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. Adf. {violently startled) Ha! — What sobs in the dark 
there ? — Speak ! — Answer pie ! 

Ott. fin atone of supplication) It's^ little Ottomar. 
- Ade. Thou still here ! and alone !— Where is thy bro- 
ther ? 
Ott. Oh !— There he lies. 

Ade. 'Tis false ! — Canst thou not hear his call ? Art 
thou deaf to thy brother's voice ? 

Ott. I hear nothing, dear mother. 

Ade, Hark 1 — Again — And now a third time ! Look 
up 1 He is smiling on us — He beckops ; He calls ! — 
Quick ! Quick ! follow him. 

[She stabs him tn the breast several times.) 

M)tt. (strikes both hands upon the wound, and creeps to- 
wards her on his knees) Oh I Mother! Ob t poor little 
Ottomar — 

jide. Away, basilisk ! [stabs him orice more — he falls 
and dies) Ha ! that was well aimed : that hit the vita! 
part ! He moves no more ! — Not one more sigh — Tri- 
umph — Triumph — I have torn them from the claws of 
Satan— There they hover hand in hand — Their voice is 
hymns of praise, their raiment light — Triumplv — Triumph 

I laugh at the church's ban, and at its threats 

The sacrince is offered. God look down, well pleased, 
{throws the dag^erfrom her) Away ! — Away — to chapel-. 

Away to supplication and thanksgiving (spies blood 

upon her hands) Hold ! This is blood Thus I dare 

not pass the thresholds of the temple Thus stained 

with blood, I dare not sprinkle myself with consecrated 
water, nor^strike the token of the holy cross upon my bo- 

som 1 will wash myself 1 will go down to the well, 

where my beloved waits. {Stumbles against Wilibald) 

What is this ? Gei^tly ! Gently ! Hist ! The children 

are asleep- Oh that I may not have been too loud — 

See !— — This poor boy must have some horrid dream- -'- 
His mouth seems contorted, as .if he were in pain— Poor 
chiJd / The gnats will not suffer him to sleep — They 

have stung him till he bleeds Stop ! Stop ! (tears 

ojff her veu and cavers Wilibald) There, little slunibei- 

I 
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lance from each other, as if some stGfim had cast you hi- 
ther ? ? — Let me bring this close to his brother — Gentljf 
— softly, that he may not wak e ■ ■ 

[Ske carefully lifts up the body of Ottomar, Uys ii 
near thai of kxs brother^ kneels^ couers both with* the veil^ 
ami is busy in observing on every side that no hale is l(ft-'\ 

Sir Hugo and Sir Theobald enler. 

The. What ait thou doing, Adelaide t 

jide. Hist ! Hist ! I have sung the boys to sleep. 

{She raises the veiiand discpvers the bloody bodies.) 

The. Jesus Nhria! 

{He staggers backward to the nearest pillar^ against 
Zi'htch he leans^ without strengtk. His wkole frame qui^ 
ters. His countenance is horribly convulsed. His eyes 
4ire nvettcd u fern the iodieSy and he sheds not a tear,) 

Hu. Heavens ! Too late ! Wretched being ! What 
hast thou done ? 

(He stands with both hands claspt, and fxod to the 
spct.) 

Jde. (azM the smile and air of insanity) I sung a pret- 
ty h>mn — The holy Virgin taught me —-and while I sung 
the sweet boys dropped asleep. 

Hu. Alas ! She raves ! — 

jlJe. HiM !— Speak lower, grey-beard —I 'II go Into the 
^rdeu— - Til piuck flowers- — violets, roses, pinks and 
lilies. I'll scatter them upon my cherubs— and when 
they wake, with pleasant odours round them, they will 
reward their motht : with a kiss for all her care— Sit down 
here, old man Beware, lest any breath of wind di;»iurb 
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the veiU — Or any gnat come near to sting them— Hush! 
——In a moment I return-— 

Hu. {after a pause, looks at his son, then at the bodies^ 
and then towards heaven) Almighty God ! Oh, let this 
sacrifice to superstitious madness, be the last, and receive 
these guiltless souls among thy holy host of angels! 

(He kneels and blesses the children* The curtain/alls.) 
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